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feNGLiSH  ANTHOLOGY. 

PART  THE  FIRST 

CONTINUED. 

G  R  O  N  G  A  R      HILL. 


BY    JOHN    DYER,    LL.  B. 

O I L  E  N  T  Nympli,  with  curious  eye  ! 
Who,  the  purple  ev'ning,  lie 
On  the  mountain's  lonely  van. 
Beyond  the  noife  of  bufy  man. 
Painting  fair  thfe  form  of  things. 
While  the  yellow  linnet  fings ; 

•  Born  1700  ;   dyed  1758. 
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Or  the  tuneful  nightingale 

Charms  the  foreft  with  her  tale  ; 

Come,  with  all  thy  various  hues. 

Come,  and  aid  thy  filler  Mufe ;  lo 

Now  while  Phoebus  riding  high 

Gives  luflre  to  the  land  and  flcy  ! 

Grongar  Hill  invites  my  fong. 

Draw  the  landfkip  bright  and  llrong ; 

Grongar,  in  whofe  mofly  cells  1 5 

Sweetly  mufmg  Quiet  dwells ; 

Grongar,  in  whofe  filent  Ihade, 

For  the  modefl  Mufes  made. 

So  oft  I  have,  the  ev'ning  Hill, 

At  the  fountain  of  a  rill,  20 

Sate  upon  a  flow'ry  bed. 

With  my  hand  beneath  my  head ; 

While  ftray'd  my  eyes  o'er  Towy's  flood. 

Over  mead,  and  over  wood. 

From  houfe  to  houfe,  from  hill  to  hill,  25 

Till  Contemplation  had  her  fill. 

About  his  chequered  fides  I  wind. 
And  leave  his  brooks  and  meads  behind. 
And  groves,  and  grottoes  where  I  lay. 
And  viHoes  (hooting  beams  of  day  :  30 

Wide  and  wider  fpreads  the  vale ; 
As  circles  on  a  fmooth  canal : 
The  mountains  round,  unhappy  fate  I  " 
Sooner  or  later>  of  all  height. 
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Withdraw  their  fummits  from  the  fkies,  35 

And  leffen  as  the  others  rife  : 

Still  the  profped  wider  fpreads. 

Adds  a  thoufand  woods  and  meads  ; 

Still  it  widens,  widens  ftill. 

And  fmks  the  newly-rifen  hill.  40 

Now  I  gain  the  mountain's  brow. 
What  a  landfkip  lies  below  ! 
No  clouds,  no  vapours  intervene. 
But  the  gay,  the  open  fcene 

Does  the  face  of  nature  fhow,  45 

In  all  the  hues  of  heaven's  bow ! 
And,  fwelling  to  embrace  the  light. 
Spreads  around  beneath  the  fight. 

Old  caftles  on  the  cliffs  arife. 
Proudly  tow'ring  in  the  fkies  !  50 

Rufliing  from  the  woods,  the  fpires 
Seem  from  hence  afcending  fires  ! 
Half  his  beams  Apollo  iheds 
On  the  yellow  mountain-heads  ! 
Gilds  the  fleeces  of  the  flocks :  55 

And  glitters  on  the  broken  rocks  ! 

Below  me  trees  unnumber'd  rife. 
Beautiful  in  various  dyes  : 
The  gloomy  pine,  the  poplar  blue. 
The  yellow  beech,  the  fable  yew,  6^0 

The  flender  fir,  that  taper  grows. 
The  flurdy  oak  with  broad-fprcad  boughs. 
A  a 
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And  beyond  the  purple  grove^ 

Haunt  of  Phillis,  queen  of  love  ! 

Gaudy  as  the  opening  dawn,  65 

Lies  a  long  and  level  lawn. 

On  which  a  dark  hill,  fteep  and  high. 

Holds  and  charms  the  wand'ring  eye  ! 

Deep  are  his  feet  in  Towy's  flood. 

His  fides  are  cloath*d  with  waving  woody  fo 

And  ancient  towers  crown  his  brovv^ 

That  caft  an  aweful  look  below  ; 

Whofe  ragged  walls  the  ivy  creeps. 

And  with  her  arms  from  falling  keeps ; 

So  both  a  fafety  from  the  wind  75 

On  mutual  dependence  find. 

*Tis  now  the  raven's  bleak  abode ; 
'Tis  now  th'  apartment  of  the  toad  ; 
And  there  the  fox  fecurely  feeds ; 
And  there  the  pois'nous  adder  breeds,  80 

Concealed  in  ruins,  mofs,  and  weeds. 
While,  ever  and  anon,  there  falls 
Huge  heaps  of  hoary  raoulder'd  walls. 
Yet  time  has  feen,  that  lifts  the  lovv> 
And  level  lays  the  lofty  brow,  85 

Has  feen  this  broken  pile  compleat. 
Big  with  the  vanity  of  flate  ; 
But  tranfient  is  the  finile  of  fate  I 
A  little  rule,  a  little  fway, 
A  fun-beam  in  a  winter's-day,  90 
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Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  have 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  grave. 

And  fee  the  rivers  how  they  run. 
Thro'  woods  and  meads,  in  fhade  and  fun. 
Sometimes  fwift,  fomctimes  flow,  95 

Wave  fucceeding  wave,  they  go 
A  various  journey  to  the  deep. 
Like  human  life  to  endlefs  fleep  ! 
Thus  is  Nature's  vefture  wrought. 
To  inftruft  our  wandering  thought ;  100 

Thus  flie  drefles  green  and  gay. 
To  difperfe  our  cares  away. 
Ever  charming,  ever  new. 
When  will  the  landfkip  tire  the  view  ! 

The  fountain's  fall,  the  river's  flow,  105 

The  woody  vallies,  warm  and  low ; 

The  windy  fummit,  wild  and  high. 

Roughly  rufliing  on  the  fky  ! 

The  pleafant  feat,  the  ruin'd  towV, 

The  naked  rock,  the  fliady  bow'r  i  no 

The  town  and  village,  dome  and  farm. 

Each  give  each  a  double  charm. 

As  pearls  upon  an  ^thiop's  arm. 
See  on  the  mountain's  fouthern  fide. 

Where  the  profpeft  opens  wide,  115 

Where  the  evening  gilds  the  tide ; 

How  clofe  and  fmall  the  hedges  lie  ! 

What  ftreaks  of  meadows  crofs  the  eye  I 

A3 
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A  ftep  methinks  may  pafs  the  ftream. 

So  little  diftant  dangers  feem  ;  120 

So  we  miftake  the  future's  face, 

Ey'd  thro'  hope's  deluding  glafs  ; 

As  yon  fummits  foft  and  fair. 

Clad  in  colours  of  the  air. 

Which,  to  tliofe  who  journey  near,  1 25 

Barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear  ; 

Still  we  tread  the  fame  coarfe  way. 

The  prefent's  ftill  a  cloudy  day. 

O  may  I  with  myfelf  agree. 
And  never  covet  what  I  fee  :  130 

Content  me  with  an  humble  ihade. 
My  paffions  tam'd,  my  wifties  laid  ; 
For,  while  our  wilhes  wildly  roll. 
We  baniih  quiet  from  the  foul  : 
'Tis  thus  the  bufy  beat  the  air,  135 

And  mifers  gather  wealth  and  care. 

Now,  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high. 
As  on  the  mountain-turf  I  lie  ; 
While  the  wanton  Zephyr  fings. 
And  in  the  vale  perfumes  his  wings ;  140 

While  the  waters  murmur  deep  ; 
While  the  fhepherd  charms  his  ftieep  ; 
While  the  birds  unbounded  fly. 
And  with  mufick  fill  the  fky. 
Now,  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high. 

Be  full,  ye  courts ;  be  great  who  will ; 
Search  for  Peace  with  all  your  fkill : 
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Open  wide  the  lofty  door. 

Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor. 

In  vain  you  fearch,  Hie  is  not  there ; 

In  vain  ye  fearch  the  domes  of  care  ! 

Grafs  and  flowers  Quiet  treads. 

On  the  meads  and  mountain-heads. 

Along  with  Pleafure,  clofe  ally'd. 

Ever  by  each  other's  fide  : 

And  often,  by  the  murm*ring  rill. 

Hears  the  thrufli,  while  all  is  Hill, 

Within  the  groves  of  Grongar  Hill, 
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HORACE, 

BOOK     II.      ODE    XVI. 
IMITATED. 

TO     THE     Hon.      PHILIP     YORKE,     ESQ^ 

SOON    AFTER.   THE    GENERAL    ELECTION 
1^    1747. 

BY    SOAME    JENYNS,    ES(^* 

Jr  o  R  quiet,  Yorke,  the  failor  cries. 
When  gathering  ftorms  obfcure  the  fkies. 

The  ftars  no  more  appearing  ; 
The  candidate  for  quiet  prays, 
Sick  of  the  bumpers  and  huzzas 

Of  bleft  eleftioneering. 

Who  thinks,  that  from  the  Speaker's  chair 
The  Serjeant's,  man  can  keep  off  care. 

Is  wond'rously  miftaken  : 
Alas !  he  is  not  half  fo  bleft  10 

As  thofe,  who've  liberty,  and  reft. 

And  dine  on  beans  and  bacon. 

*  Born  lyol;  djediiZ']. 
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Why  (hould  we  then  to  London  run. 
And  quit  our  chearful  country  fun 

For  bufinefs,  dirt,  and  fmoke  ?  15 

Can  we,  by  changing  place  and  air, 
Ourfelves  get  rid  of,  or  our  care  i 

In  troth  'tis  all  a  joke. 

Care  climbs  proud  ihips  of  mightieft  force. 
And  mounts  behind  the  General's  horfe,         20 

Outftrips  huflars  and  pandours ; 
Far  fwifter  than  the  bounding  hind. 
Swifter  than  clouds  before  the  wind, 

Or  Cope  *  before  th'  Highlanders, 

A  man,  when  once  he's  fafely  chofe,  25 

Should  laugh  at  all  his  threatening  foes. 

Nor  think  of  future  evil : 
Each  good  has  its  attendant  ill ; 
A  feat  is  no  bad  thing,  but  ftill 

Elections  are  the  devil.  30 

Its  gifts,  with  hand  impartial,  Heav'n 
Divides :  to  Orford  it  was  giv'n 

To  die  in  full-b]own  glory  ; 
To  Bath  indeed  a  longer  date. 
But  then  with  unrelenting  hate  35 

Purfu'd  by  Whig  and  Tory, 

*  General  Cope,  in  the  year  1745,  ^^^  made  a  very  pre« 
cipltate  retreat,  before  the  rebel  army,  from  Prefton  Panni 
fco  '  Haddington.* 
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The  gods  to  you  with  bounteous  hand  . 
Have  granted  feats,  and  parks,  and  land  ; 

Brocades  and  filks  you  wear  ; 
With  claret  and  ragouts  you  treat,  40 

Six  neighing  fteeds,  with  nimble  feet. 

Whirl  on  your  gilded  car. 

To  me  they  Ve  giv'n  a  fmall  retreat. 
Good  port  and  mutton,  bell  of  meat. 

With  broad-cloth  on  my  fhoulders,  45 

A  foul  that  fcorns  a  dirty  job. 
Loves  a  good  rhyme,  and  hates  a  mob, 

I  mean  who  a'  n't  freeholders. 

THE  WAY  TO  BE  WISE. 

IMITATED  FROM  LA  FONTAINE. 

BY  THE  SAME. 

X  ooR  Jenny,  am'rous,  young,  and  gay. 
Having  by  man  been  led  aftray. 

To  nunn'ry  dark  retired  ; 
There  liv'd,  and  look'd  fo  like  a  maid. 
So  feldom  eat,  fo  often  pray*d,  5 

She  was  by  all  admir'd. 
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The  lady  Abbefs  oft  would  cry. 
If  any  fifter  trod  awry. 

Or  proved  an  idle  flattern  ; 
See  wife  and  pious  mrs.  Jane, 
A  life  fo  ftridl,  fo  grave  a  mien. 

Is  fure  a  worthy  pattern. 

A  pert  young  flut  at  length  replies. 
Experience,  madam,  makes  folks  wife, 

.  'Tis  that  has  made  her  fuch  ;  15 

And  we,  poor  fouls,  no  doubt  (hou'd  be 
As  pious,  and  as  wife,  as  fhe. 
If  we  had  feen  as  much. 


PIPE  OF  TOBACCO : 

IN    IMITATION     OF 
SIX    SEVERAL    AUTHORS. 


BT    ISAAC    HAWKINS     BROWNE,    ESq^* 


IMITATEGN    I. 
[COLLEY    CIBBER,    POET    LAUREAT.J 

Laudes  fgrrgii  C^faris—' 

Culpa  deter  ere  ingeni,  Ho  R  ^ 

A    NEW    year's    ode. 

'    RECITATIVO.* 

Old  Battle-array,  big  with  horror,  is  fied. 
And  olive-robM  Peace  again  lifts  up  her  head. 
Sing,  ye  Mufes,  Tobacco,  the  bleiTing  of  peace; 
Was  ever  a  nation  fo  blefied  as  this  ? 

*  Bern  lyo^'y  dyed  ijSom 
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AIR. 

When  fummer  funs  grow  red  with  heat,  5 

Tobacco  tempers  Phoebus'  ire, 
When  wintry  ftorms  around  us  beat, 
Tobacco  chears  with  gentle  fire. 
Yellow  autumn,  youthful  fpring. 
In  thy  praifes  jointly  fing.  i  o 

RECITATIVO. 

Like  Neptune,  C^sar  guards  Virginia^ 
fleets, 

Fraught  with  Tobacco's  balmy  fweets : 
Old  Ocean  trembles  at  Britannia's  pow'r. 

And  Boreas  is  afraid  to  roar. 

AIR. 

Happy  mortal !  he  who  knows         1 5 
Pleafure  which  a  Pipe  bellows ; 
Curling  eddies  climb  the  room. 
Wafting  round  a  mild  perfume. 

RECITATIVO. 

Let  foreign  climes  the  vine  and  orange  boaft. 
While  wafles  of  war  deform  the  teeming  coaft ;  20 
Britannia,  diftant  from  each  hoftile  found. 
Enjoys  a  Pipe,  with  eafe  and  freedom  crown'd; 
E'en  reftlefs  Faftion  finds  itfelf  moll  free. 
Or  if  a  flave,  a  flave  to  Liberty. 
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AIR. 

Smiling  years,  that  gayly  run  25 

Round  tne  Zodiack  with  the  fun. 

Tell,  if  ever  you  have  feen 

Realms  fo  quiet  and  ferene. 

Britain's  ions  no  longer  now   . 

Hurl  the  bar,  or  twang  the  bow,  30 

Nor  of  crimfon  combat  think,  ' 

But  fecurely  fmoke  and  drink. 

CHORUS. 

Smiling  years  that  gayly  run 
Round  the  Zodiack  with  the  fun. 
Tell,  if  ever  you  have  feen  35 

Realms  fo  quiet  and  ferene. 


IMITATION    II.* 
[AMBROSE     PHILIPS.] 

Tcnues  fugit  ecu  fumus  in  auras,       ViRfi. 

Little  tube  of  mighty  pow'r. 
Charmer  of  an  idle  hour, 
Objeft  of  my  warm  delire. 
Lip  of  wax,  and  eye  of  fire  : 

*  Thti  imltathn  ivas  /upp/yeJ,  and  the  planfuggejled..  by 
dr.  John  Hoadley.  See  abp  Herrings  «'  Letters  te  W*  Dun- 
comie,  f/y,"  f>.  33. 
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And  thy  fnowy  taper  waill,  - 

With  my  finger  gently  brac'd  } 
And  thy  pretty  fwelling  crcrt. 
With  my  little  ftopper  preft. 
And  the  fweeteil  blifs  of  bliiTes, 
Breathing  from  thy  balmy  kilies.  10 

Happy  thriee,  and  thrice  agen, 
"Happieil  he  of  happy  men  ; 
Who  when  agen  the  night  returns. 
When  agen  the  taper  burns ; 

When  agen  the  cricket's  g:\y,  15 

(Little  cricket,  full  of  phiy) 
Can  aftbrd  his  tube  to  feed. 
With  the  fragrant  Indian  weed : 
Pleafure  for  a  nofe  divine, 

Inccnfe  of  the  god  of  wine.  £0 

Happy  thrice  and  thrice  agen, 
Happieil  he  of  happy  men. 


IMITATION    III. 

[THOMSON.] 

•"-Prorumpit  ad  ceihcra  nuhem* 

Turbine  fumantan  piceo,  ViRG, 

\J  Thou,  matur'd  by  glad  Hefperian  funs. 
Tobacco,  fountain  pure  of  *  limp'ul  truth  ^ 

*  INocta  on  Liberty,  ver.  13. 
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77jat  looh  the  very  foul ;  whence  pouring  thouglit 

Swarms  all  the  mindi  abforpt  is  yellow  care, 

^  And  at  each  puff  imagination  hurus.  ^ 

Fla(h  on  thy  bard,  and  with  exalting  fires. 

Touch  the  myfterious  lip,  that  chaunts  thy  praife 

In  drains  to  mortal  fons  of  earth  unknown. 

Behold  an  engine,  wrought  from  tawny  mines 

Of  du(JliIe  clay,  with  ^ plajiic  virtue  form'd,  lo 

And  glaz'd  magnifick  o'er,  I  grafp,  I  fill. 

From  ^  Patothcke  with  pungent  pow'rs  perfum'd, 

*  Itfelfone  torto'ifc  all^  where  Jhines  imbih'd^ 

'Each parent  ray;  then  rudely  ram'd  illume. 

With  the  red  touch  of  zeal-enkindling  fheet,       1 5 

f  Marked  ivith  Gihfouian  lore  r  forth  iffiie  clouds. 

Thought-thrilling,  third-inciting  clouds  around. 

And  many-mining  fires:   I  all  the  whils. 

Lolling  at  eafe,  s  inhale  the  breezy  balm. 

But  chief,  when  Bacchus  iKwnt  ivlth  thee  to  join    2© 

Jn  genial  Jir'ife  and  orthodoxal  ale, 

^  Stream  life  and  joy  into  the  Mufes  bovjl. 

Oh  be  thou  flill  my  great  infpirer,  thou 

^  Mufe  J  oh  fan  with  me  thy  zephyrs  boon. 

While  I,  in  clouded  tabernacle  flirin'd,  25 

Burft  forth  all  oracle  and  myftick  fong. 

*  Poem  on  Liberty,  ver.  i6.       c  Ibid.  ver.  104.       ^  A 
poetical  word  for  a  tobacco  box.     «   Poem  on  Liberty,  ver. 
«43-  245.     ^  Ibid.  ver.  247.     i  Ibid.  ver.  309.     i»  Ibid. 
/?cr,  171, 
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IMITATION    IV. 
[young.] 

Pagina  turgefcat^  dare pondui  idonea  fumo*  pElts« 

V><R.i TICKS  avaunt;  Tobacco  is  my  theme; 
Tremble  like  hornets  at  the  blafting  fleam. 
And  you,  court -infeif^s,  flatter  not  too  near 
Its  light,  nor  buzz  within  the  fcorching  fphere. 
PoLLio,  with  flame  like  thine,  my  verfe  infpire,  5 
So  fliall  the  Mufe  from  fmoke  elicit  fire. 
Coxcombs  prefer  the  tickling  fling  of  fnufF; 
'V^.t  all  their  claim  to  wifdom  is — a  pufF: 
Lord  FopMN  fmokes  not — for  his  teeth  afraid  : 
Sir  Tawdry  fmokes  not — for  he  wears  brocade.  10 
Ladies,  when  pipes  are  brought,  afi'edl  to  fwoon  ; 
They  love  no  fmoke,  except  the  fmoke  of  town  : 
But  courtiers  hate  the  puffing  tribe, — no  matter. 
Strange  if  they  love  the  breath  that  cannot  flatter  1 
Its  foes  bat  fhew  their  ignorance  ;  can  he  15 

Who  fcorns  the  leaf  of  knowledge,  love  the  tree  ? 
The  tainted  templar  (more  prodigious  yet) 
Rails  at  Tobacco,  tho*  it  makes  him — fpit. 
Ci  T  RO  N I A  vows  it  has  an  odious  flink  ; 
She  will  not  fmoke  (ye gods!)  but fhe  will  drink :  20 
Vol.  II.  S 
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And  cbafte  Prudella  (blame  her  If  you  can) 
Says,  pipes  are  usM  by  that  vile  creature  Man : 
Yet  crouds  remain,  who  ftill  its  worth  proclaim. 
While  fome  for  pleafure,  fmoke  and  fome  for  fame : 
Fame,  of  our  actions  univerfal  fpring,  25 

For  which  we  drink,  eat,  fleep,  fmoke, — everything-. 


IMITATION    V. 

[pope.] 

■  Solis  ad  ortus 

Fanefcit  fumus,  L  tr  c  a  n  . 

xJlest  leaf  1  whofe  aromatick  gales  difpenfe 

To  templars  modefty,  to  parfons  fenfe  : 

So  raptur'd  priefts,  at  fam'd  Do  dona's  Ihrine, 

Drank  infpiration  from  the  fteam  divine. 

Poifon  that  cures,  a  vapour  that  affords  5 

Content,  more  folid  than  the  fmile  of  lords  : 

Reft  to  the  weary,  to  the  hungry  food. 

The  laft  kind  refuge  of  the  Wise  and  Good. 

Infpir'd  by  thee,  dull  cits  adjuft  the  fcale 

Of  Europe's  peace,  when  other  ftatefmen  fail,     10 

By  thee  protefted,  and  thy  lifter,  beer. 

Poets  rejoice,  nor  think  the  bailiff  near. 

Nor  lefs  the  critick  owns  thy  genial  aid. 

While  fupperlefs  he  plies  the  piddling  trade. 


BROWNE,  t9 

What  tho'  to  love  and  foft  delights  a  foe,  15 

By  ladies  hated,  hated  by  the  beau. 
Yet  focial  freedom,  long  to  courts  unknown. 
Fair  health,  fair  truth,  and  virtue  are  thy  own. 
Come  to  thy  poet,  come  with  healing  wings. 
And  let  me  tafle  thee  unexerc  is'd  by  kings.       io 

IMITATION    VI. 
[swift.] 
Ex /umo  dare  lucem,  HoR. 

Boy  !  bring  an  ounce  of  Freeman's  bcft. 

And  bid  the  vicar  be  my  gueft : 

Let  all  be  plac'd  in  order  due, 

A  pot  wherein  to  fpit  or  fpue. 

And  London  Journal,  and  Free  Briton>        5 

Of  ufe  to  light  a  pipe,  or     *    ♦ 


This  village,  onmoleflcd  yet 
By  troopers,  fhall  be  my  retreat :  |o 

Who  cannot  flatter,  bribe,  betray  5 
Who  cannot  write  or  vote  for  ♦. 
Far  from  the  vermin  of  the  town. 
Here  let  me  rather  live,  my  own. 
Doze  o*er  a  pipe,  whofe  vapour  bland        15 
In  fweet  oblivioa  lulls  the  land  ; 
B  2 
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Of  all  which  at  Vienna  pafTes, 
As  ignorant  as  *  *  Brafs  is : 
And  fcorning  rafcals  to  carefs. 
Extol  the  days  of  good  Queen  Bess, 
When  fir  ft  Tobacco  bleft  our  ifle. 
Then  think  of  other  Queens — and  fmile. 


2« 


Come  jovial  pipe,  and  bring  along 

Midnight  revelry  and  fong  ; 

The  merry  catch,  the  madrigal,  25 

That  echoes  fweet  in  City  Hall ; 

The  parfon's  pun,  the  fmutty  tale 

Of  country  juftice  o*er  his  ale. 

I  afk  not  what  the  French  are  doing. 

Or  Spain  to  compafs  Britain's  ruin  :  30 

Britons,  if  undone,  can  go 
Where  Tobacco  loves  to  grow. 


FATHER  FRANCIS'S  PRAYER. 

WRITTEN     IN     LORD    WESTMORLAND'S 
HERMITAGE. 

BY     GILBERT    WEST,    E  S  q^  • 

JN  E  gay  attire,  ne  marble  hall, 
Ne  arched  roof,  ne  pitlur'd  wall ; 
Ne  cook  of  Fraunce,  ne  dainty  board> 
BcUow'd  with  '  pyes'  of  perigord ; 
Ne  power,  ne  fuch  like  idle  fancies ; 
Sweet  Agnes  grant  to  father  Francis. 
Let  me  ne  more  myfelf  deceive  ; 
Ne  more  regret  the  toys  I  leave. 
The  world  I  quit,  the  proud,  the  vain. 
Corruption's  and  Ambition's  train  ; 
But  not  the  good,  perdie,  nor  fair, 
'Gainil  them  I  make  ne  vow,  ne  pray'r; 
But  fuch  aye  welcome  to  my  cell. 
And  oft,  not  always,  with  me  dwell. 
Then  call,  fvvect  faint,  a  circle  round. 
And  blefs  from  fools  this  holy  ground ; 
From  all  the  foes  to  worth  and  truth. 
From  wanton  old,  and  homely  youth, 

•  Born  1706;  dyed  J  756. 
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The  gravely  dull,  and  pertly  gay, 
Oh  banifh  thefe ;  and,  by  my  fay. 
Right  well  I  ween  that,  in  this  age. 
Mine  houfc  Ihall  prove  an  hermitage. 

AN  INSCRIPTION  ON  THE  CELL, 

BV    THE    SAME. 

Beneath  thefe  mofs-grown  roots,  this  ruflickcell, 
Truth,  Liberty,  Content,  fequefter'd  dwell ; 
Say  you,  who  dare  our  hermitage  difdain. 
What  drawing-room  can  boaft  (o  fair  a  train  ? 

^^•^ 

AN  INSCRIPTION  IN  TH^  CELL. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

pwEET  bird,  that  fmg'ft  on  yondsr  fpray, 
Purfue  unharm'd  thy  fylvan  lay ; 
While  I,  beneath  this  breezy  fhade. 
In  peace  repofe  my  carelefs  head  ; 
And  joining  thy  enraptur'd  fong, 
Inftrudt  the  world-enamour'd  throng. 
That  the  contented  harmlcfs  breaft 
In  folitude  itfelf  is  bleH. 


VERSES, 

MAKING 

PART    OF    AN     EPITAPH, 

ON    '  HIS*    LADY. 
BY    GEORGE    LORD    LYTTELTON.* 

JN4  A  D  E  to  engage  all  hearts,  and  charm  all  eyes ; 
Though  meek,  magnanimous ;  though  witty,  wife  ; 
Polite,  as  all  her  life  in  courts  had  been ; 
Yet  good,  as  (he  the  world  had  never  feen  ; 
The  noble  fire  of  an  exalted  mind,  5 

With  gentle  female  tendernefs  combined. 
Her  fpeech  was  the  melodious  voice  of  Love, 
Her  fong  the  warbling  of  the  vernal  grove  ; 
Her  eloquence  was  fweeter  than  her  fong. 
Soft  as  her  heart,  and  as  her  reafon  ftrong  ;        !• 
Her  form  each  beauty  of  her  mind  exprefs'd. 
Her  mind  was  Virtue  by  the  Graces  drefs'd. 

♦  Born  1 708 ;  dyed  1773. 


B4 


LONDON. 

IN     IMITATION    OF    THE 
THIRD    SATIRE    OF    JUVENAL. 

BY     SAMUEL     JOHNSON,    LL.  D.* 


J^a/i  inetit^ 


Tarn  paiiens  urhis^  tarn  f err  cm  ut  tcneat  fe?       Juv, 

i  Ho'  grief  and  fondnefs  in  my  breaft  rebel. 
When  injured  Thales  bids  the  town  farewel. 
Yet  ftill  my  calmer  thouglits  his  choice  commend, 
I  praife  the  hermit,  but  regret  the  friend. 
Who  now  refolves,  from  vice  and  London  far,  5 
To  breathe  in  diilant  fields  a  purer  air. 
And,  fix'd  on  Cambria's  folitary  fliore. 
Give  to  St.  David  one  true  Briton  more. 

For  who  wou'd  leave,  unbrib'd,  Hibernia's  land. 
Or  change  the  rocks  of  Scotland  for  the  Strand  ?  10 
There  none  are  fvvept  by  fudden  fate  away. 
But  all  whom  hunger  fpares,  with  age  decay  : 

*  Borrt  I'jocf',  e/yed  ijS^, 
V.  z,    Thales  /j   Hi  chard  Sazage  (fee  vol.  \.  p.  33gJ 
luho  "  If/t  London  in  jfu/y  i739>  ''fd  farted f rum  the  aulhoi 
%uith  tears  in  his  ejes,"     i>ce  his  Lije, 
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Here  malice,  rapine,  accident  confpire. 

And  now  a  rabble  rages,  now  a  lire ; 

Their  ambu(h  here  relentlcfs  ruiiiiins'lay,  i^ 

And  here  the  fell  attorney  prowls  for  prey ; 

Here  falling  houfes  thunder  on  your  head. 

And  here  a  female  atheid  talks  you  dead. 

While  Thales  waits  the  wherry  that  contains 
Of  diflipated  wealth  the  fmall  remains,  20 

On  Thames's  banks,  in  filcnt  thought  we  Hood, 
Where  Greenwich  fmiles  upon  the  filver  flood : 
Struck  with  the  feat  that  gave  *  Eliza  birth. 
We  kneel,  and  kifs  the  confecrated  earth ; 
In  pleafing  dreams  the  blifsful  age  renew,  25 

And  call  Britannia's  glories  back  to  view ; 
Behold  her  crofs  triumphant  on  the  main. 
The  guard  of  commerce,  and  the  dread  of  Spain. 
Ere  mafqucrades  debauch'd,  excife  opprefs'd. 
Or  Engti(h  honour  grew  a  Handing  jeft.  30 

A  tranfient  calm  the  happy  fcenes  beftow. 
And  for  a  moment  lull  the  fenfe  of  woe. 
At  length  awaking,  with  contemptuous  frown. 
Indignant  Thales  eyes  the  neighb'ring  town. 

Since  worth,  he  cries,  in  thefe  degenerate  days  35 
Wants  ev'n  the  cheap  reward  of  empty  praife  ; 
In  thofe  curs'd  walls,  devote  to  vice  and  gain. 
Since  unrewarded  fcience  toils  in  vain  ; 
Since  hope  but  fooths  to  double  my  diftrefs. 
And  ev'ry  moment  leaves  my  little  lefs ;  40 

*  Queea  Clizabetb  bom  at  Greenwich* 
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While  yet  my  ftcady  fteps  no  ftafF  fuftains. 
And  llfi  ftill  vigorous  revels  in  my  veins ; 
Grant  me,  kind  heaven,  to  find  feme  happier  place. 
Where  honefty  and  fenfe  are  no  difgrace ; 
Some  pleafing  banli  where  verdant  ofiers  play,  45 
Some  peaceful  vale  with  nature's  painting  gay  ; 
Where  once  the  harrafs'd  Briton  found  repofe. 
And  fafe  in  poverty  defy'd  his  foes  ; 
Some  fecret  cell,  ye  pow*rs,  indulgent  give. 

Let  — —  live  here>  for has  learn*d  to  live.  50 

Here  let  thofe  reign,  whom  penfions  can  incite 
To  vote  a  patriot  black,  a  courtier  white  ; 
Explain  their  country's  dear-bought  rights  away. 
And  plead  for  pirates  in  the  face  of  day  ; 
With  flaviih  tenets  taint  our  poifon'd  youth,      55 
And  lend  a  lye  the  confidence  of  truth. 

Let  fuch  raife  palaces,  and  manors  buy. 
Colled  a  tax,  or  farm  a  lottery. 
With  warbling  eunuchs  fill  a  licens'd  ftage. 
And  lull  to  fervitude  a  thoughtlefs  age.  60 

Heroes,  proceed  !   what  bounds  your  pride  fliall 
hold  ? 
What  check  reftrain  your  thirft  0^  pow'r  and  gold  ? 
Behold  rebellious  virtue  quite  o'erthrown. 
Behold  our  fame,  our  wealth,  our  lives  your  own. 
To  fuch,  a  groaning  nation's  fpoils  are  giv'n,     65 
When  publick  crimes  inflame  the  wrath  of  heav'n  : 
But  what,  my  friend,  what  hope  remains  for  me^ 
Who  Hart  at  theft,  and  blufh  at  perjury  .^ 
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Who  fcarce  forbear,  tho*  Britain's  court  he  fing. 
To  pluck  a  titled  poet's  borrow'd  wing  ;  70 

A  ftatefman's  logick  unconvinc'd  can  hear. 
And  dare  to  flumber  o'er  the  Gazetteer  ; 
Defpife  a  fool  in  half  his  penfion  drefs'd. 
And  ftrive  in  vain  to  laugh  at  H y's  jefl. 

Others  with  fofter  fmiles,  and  fubtler  art,        75 
Can  fap  the  principles,  or  taint  the  heart ; 
With  more  addrefs  a  lover's  note  convey. 
Or  bribe  a  virgin's  innocence  away. 
Well  may  they  rife,  while  I,  whofe  ruftick  tongue 
Ne'er  knew  to  puzzle  right,  or  varnilb  wrong,  80 
Spurn'd  as  a  beggar,  dreaded  as  a  fpy. 
Live  unregarded,  unlamentcd  die. 

For  what  but  focial  guilt  the  friend  endears  ? 
Who  (hares  Orgilio's  crimes,  his  fortune  Ihares. 
But  thou,  fhould  tempting  villainy  prefent,  85 

All  Marlb'rough  hoarded,  or  all  Villiers  fpent. 
Turn  from  the  glitt'ring  bribe  thy  fcornful  eye. 
Nor  fell  for  gold,  what  gold  could  never  buy^ 
The  peaceful  flumber,  felf-approving-day, 
UnfuUied  fame,  and  confcience  ever  gay,  00 

The  cheated  nation's  happy  fav'rites,  fee  ! 
Mark  whom  the  great  carefs,  who  frown  on  me  ! 
London  !   the  needy  villain's  gen'ral  home. 
The  common  fhore  of  Paris,  and  of  Rome  ; 
With  eager  thirlh  by  folly  or  by  fate,  95 

Sucks  in  the  dregs  of  each  corrupted  ftatc* 
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Forgive  my  tranfports  on  a  theme  like  this, 
I  cannot  bear  a  French  metropolis. 

Illuilrious  Edwaro  !  from  the  realms  of  day. 
The  land  of  heroes  and  of  faints  furvey  ;  loo 

Nor  hope  the  Britiih  lineaments  to  trace. 
The  ruftick  grandeur,  or  the  farly  grace. 
But  10,1  in  thoaghtlefs  eafe,  and  empty  fhow. 
Behold  the  warrior  dwindled  to  a  beau  ; 
Since,  freedom,  piety,  refin'd  away,  105 

Of  France  the  mimick,  and  of  Spain  the  prey. 

All  that  at  home  no  more  can  beg  or  Ileal, 
Or  like  a  gibbet  better  than  a  wheel  ; 
Hifs'd  from  the  ftage,  or  hooted  from  the  court. 
Their  air,  their  drefs,  their  politicks  import ;    110 
Obfequious,  artful,  voluble  and  gay. 
On  Britain's  fond  credulity  they  play. 
No  gainful  trade  their  induilry  can  'fcape. 
They  fing,  they  dance,  clean  fhoes,  and  cure  a  clap; 
All  fcicnces  a  falling  Monfieur  knows,  115 

And  bid  him  go  to  hell,  to  hell  he  goes. 

Ak  !  what  avails  it,  that,  from  flav'ry  far, 
I  drew  the  breath  of  life  in  Englifh  air; 
Was  early  taught  a  Briton's  right  to  prize. 
And  lifp  the  tales  of  Henry's  vidorics  ;         120 
If  the  guU'd  conqueror  receives  the  chain. 
And  flattery  fubdues  when  arms  are  vain  ? 

Studious  to  pleafe,  and  ready  to  fubmit. 
The  fupple  Gaul  was  born  a  parafite  ; 
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Still  to  his  int'reft  true,  where-e'er  he  goes,      1 25 
Wit,  brav'ry,  worth,  his  lavifn  tongue  bellows ; 
In  ev*ry  face  a  thoufand  graces  fliine. 
From  ev'ry  tongue  flows  harmony  divine. 
Thefe  arts  in  vain  our  rugged  natives  try,  -% 

Strain  out  with  fault'ring  diffidence  a  lye,        i3^> 
And  gain  a  kick  for  aukward  flattery.  J 

Befides,  with  juflicc,  this  difcerning  age 
Admires  their  wond'rous  talents  for  the  ftage  : 
Well  may  they  venture  on  the  mimick's  art. 
Who  play  from  morn  to  night  a  borrow'd  part ;  1 3  5 
Pra6lis*d  their  mailer's  notions  to  embrace. 
Repeat  his  maxims,  and  reflefl  his  face  ; 
With  ev'ry  wild  abfurdity  comply. 
And  view  each  objcdl  with  another's  eye  ; 
To  ftiake  with  laughter  ere  the  jeft  they  hear,  140 
To  pour  at  will  the  counterfeited  tear. 
And  as  their  patron  hints  the  cold  or  heat. 
To  fliake  in  dog-days,  in  December  fvveat. 
How,  v.hen  competitors  like  thefe  contend. 
Can  furly  virtue  hope  to  fix  a  friend  ?  145 

Slaves  that  with  ferious  impudence  beguile. 
And  lye  without  a  blufli,  without  a  fmile  ; 
Exalt  each  trifle,  ev'ry  vice  adore. 
Your  tafte  in  fnufF,  your  judgement  in  a  whore  ; 
Can  Balbo's  eloquence  applaud,  and  fwear         15© 
He  gropes  his  breeches  with  a  monarch's  air. 

For  arts  like  thefe  prefer'd,  admir'd,  carefs'd, 
fhey  firll  invade  your  table,  then  your  brcail ; 
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Exjilorc  your  fecrets  with  infidious  art. 
Watch  the  weak  hour,  and  ranfack  all  the  heart;  155 
Then  foon  your  ill-plac'd  confidence  repay. 
Commence  your  lords,  and  govern  or  betray. 

By  numbers  here  from  fhame  or  cenfure  free. 
All  crimes  are  fafe,  but  hated  poverty. 
This,  only  this,  the  rigid  law  purfues,  l6« 

This,  only  this,  provokes  the  fnarling  Mufe. 
The  fober  trader  at  a  tatter'd  cloak, 
Wakes  from  his  dream,  and  labours  for  a  joke  ; 
With  brifker  air  the  filken  courtiers  gaze. 
And  turn  the  varied  taunt  a  thoufand  ways.      165 
Of  all  the  *  griefs*  that  harrafs  the  diftrefs*d. 
Sure  the  moft  bitter  is  a  fcornful  jeft  j 
Fate  never  wounds  more  deep  the  gen'rous  heart. 
Than  when  a  blockhead's  infult  points  the  dart. 

Has  heaven  referv'd,  in  pity  to  the  poor,       170 
No  palhlefs  wafte,  or  undifcover'd  fhore  f 
No  fecret  ifland  in  the  boundlefs  main  f 
No  peaceful  defart  yet  unclaim'd  by  Spain  ? 
Quick  let  us  rife,  the  happy  feats  explore. 
And  bear  oppreffion's  infolence  no  more.  175 

This  mournful  truth  is  ev'ry  where  confefs'd. 
Slow    rises    worth,    by    povertt    de- 

PRESSED  : 

But  here  more  flow,  where  all  are  flaves  to  gold. 
Where  looks  are  merchandifc,  and  fmiles  are  fold  i 
Where  won  by  bribes,  by  flatteries  implored,    180 
The  groom  retails  the  favours  of  his  lord. 
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But  hark !  th'  affrighted  crowd's  tumultous  cricf 
Roll  through  the  ftreets  and  thunder  to  the  flcies : 
Rais'd  from  fome  pleafing  dream  of  wealth  and 

power. 
Some  pompous  palace,  or  fome  blifsful  bow'r,  185 
Aghaft  you  ftart,  and  fcarcc  with  aking  fight 
Suftain  th'  approaching  fire's  tremendous  light ; 
Swift  from  purfuing  horrors  take  your  way. 
And  leave  your  little  all  to  flames  a  prey ; 
Then  thro'  the  world  a  wretched  vagrant  roam,  193 
For  where  can  flarving  merit  find  a  home  ? 
In  vain  your  mournful  narrative  difclofe. 
While  all  negleft,  and  moft  infult  your  woes. 

Should  heaven's  juft  bolts  Orgilio's  wealth  coti- 
found. 
And  fpread  his  flaming  palace  on  the  ground,  195 
Swift  o'er  the  land  the  difmal  rumour  flics. 
And  publick  mournings  pacify  the  fkies ; 
The  laureat  tribe  in  fervile  verfe  relate. 
How  virtue  wars  with  perfecuting  fate  ; 
With  well-feign'd  gratitude  the  penfion'd  band  200 
Refund  the  plunder  of  the  beggar'd  lard. 
See  !  while  he  builds,  the  gaudy  vafTals  come. 
And  crowd  with  fudden  wealth  the  rifing  dome  ; 
The  price  of  boroughs  and  of  fouls  reflore. 
And  raife  his  treafures  higher  than  before:        205 
Now  blefs'd  with  all  the  baubles  of  the  great. 
The  poUfh'd  marble,,  and  ^he  fhining  plate. 
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Orgllio  fees  the  golden  pile  afpire. 

And  hopes  from  angry  heav'n  another  fire. 

Could'ft  thou  refign  the  park  and  play  content,  2 1'O 
For  the  fair  banks  of  Severn  or  of  Trent ; 
There  might'fl:  thou  find  fome  eleg-int  retreat. 
Some  hireling  fenator's  deferted  feat ; 
And  ftretch  thy  profpeds  o'er  the  fmiling  land. 
For  lefs  than  rent  the  dungeons  of  the  Strand  ;  215 
Thej-e  prune  thy  walks,  fupport  thy  drooping  flow'rs. 
Direct:  thy  rivulets,  and  twine  thy  bow'rs ; 
And,  while  thy  beds  a  cheap  repall  afford,] 
Defpife  the  dainties  of  a  venal  lord  ; 
There  ev'ry  bufli  with  nature's  mufick  rings,    22<> 
There  ev'ry  breeze  bears  health  upon  its  wings ; 
•On  all  thy  hours  fecurity  (hall  fmile. 
And  blefs  thy  evening  walk  and  morning  toil. 

Prepare  for  death,  if  here  at  night  you  roam, 
And  fign  your  will  before  you  fup  from  home.  225 

Some  fiery  fop,  with  new  commiflion  vain^ 
Who  fleeps  on  brambles  till  he  kills  his  man  j 
Some  frolick  drunkard,  reeling  from  a  feaft. 
Provokes  a  broil,  and  ftabs  you  for  a  jeft. 

Yet  ev'n  thefe  heroes,  mifchievously  gay,     050 
Lords  of  the  fcrcet,  and  terrors  of  the  way; 
Flufh'd  as  they  are  with  folly,  youth  and  wine. 
Their  prudent  infults  to  the  poor  confine  ; 
Afar  they  mark  the  flambeau's  bright  approach. 
And  ihun  the  iliining  train,  and  golden  coach.  23^ 
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In  vain,  thefe  dangers  part,  your  doors  you  clofe. 
And  hope  the  balmy  bleflings  of  repofe  : 
Cruel  with  guilt,  and  daring  with  dcfpair. 
The  midnight  murd'rer  burlh  the  faithlefj)  bar  ; 
Invades  the  facred  hour  of  filent  reft,  240 

And  plants,  unfeen,  a  dagger  in  your  bread. 

Scarce  can  our  fields,  fuch  crowds  at  Tyburn  die. 
With  hemp  the  gallows  and  the  fleet  fupply. 
Propofe  your  fchemes,  ye  fenatorian  band, 
Whofe  ways  and  means  fupport  the  finking  land ; 
Leil  ropes  be  wanting  in  the  tempting  fpring. 
To  rig  another  convoy  for  the  k — g. 

A  fmgle  jail,  in  Alfred's  golden  reign. 
Could  half  the  nation's  criminals  contain  ; 
Fair  Juftice  then,  without  conlbaint  ador'd,      250 
Held  high  the  Heady  fcale,  but  deep'd  the  fword  ; 
No  fpies  were  paid,  no  fpecial  juries  known, 
Blell  age  !  but  ah  !  how  diiF'rent  from  our  own  ! 

Much  could  I  add,  but  fee  the  boat  at  hand. 
The  tide  retiring,  calls  me  from  the  land  :        255 
Farewel ! — When  youth,  and  health,  and  fortune 

fpent. 
Thou  fly'll  for  refuge  to  the  wilds  of  Kent ; 
And,  tir'd  like  me  with  follies  and  with  crimes. 
In  angry  numbers  warn'fl:  fucceeding  times  ; 
Then  fRall  thy  friend,  nor  thou  refufc  his  aid,  260 
Still  foe  to  vice,  forfake  his  Cambrian  Ihade ; 
In  virtue's  caufe  once  more  exert  his  rage. 
Thy  fatire  point,  and  animate  thy  page. 
Vol.  ir.  C 


LOVE  ELEGIES. 

BY    JAMES     HAMMOND,    E  S  Q;^  * 

HE  UPBRAIDS  AND  THREATENS  THE  AVA- 
RICE OF  NEiERA,  AND  RESOLVES  TO 
<^IT     HER. 

UHOULD  Jove  defcend  in  floods  of  liquid  ore. 
And  golden  torrents  ftream  from  every  part. 
That  craving  bofom  ftill  wou'd  heave  for  more. 
Not  all  the  gods  cou'd  fatisfy  thy  heart : 

But  may  thy  folly,  which  can  thus  difdain  5 

My  honeft  love,  the  mighty  wrong  repay. 
May  midnight  fire  involve  thy  fordid  gain. 
And  on  the  ihining  heaps  of  rapine  prey : 

May  all  the  youths,  like  me,  by  love  deceived. 
Not  quench  the  ruin,  but  applaud  the  doom  ;      10 
And,  when  thou  dy'ft,  may  not  one  heart  be  grieved. 
May  not  one  tear  bedew  the  lonely  tomb. 

-But  the  deferving,  tender,  generous  maid, 
Whofe  only  care  is  her  poor  lover's  mind, 
Tho'  ruthlefs  age  may  bid  her  beauty  fade,       15 
In  every  friend  to  love,  a  friend  Ihall  find : 

*  Born  1710;  dyed  1742. 
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And,  when  the  lamp  of  life  will  burn  no  more, 
When  dead  (he  feems  as  in  a  gentle  llecp. 
The  pitying  neighbour  (hall  her  lofs  deplore. 
And  round  the  bier  aflembled  lovers  weep  :        io 

With  flow'ry  garlands,  each  revolving  year. 
Shall  ftrow  the  grave  where  truth  and  foftnels  reft, 
Then,  home  returning,  drop  the  pious  tear. 
And  bid  the  turf  lie  eafy  on  her  breaft. 

to  HIS  FRIEND,  WRITTEN  UNDER  THE 
CONFINEMENT  OF  A  LONG  INDISPOSI- 
TION. 

W  HiLE  calm  you  fit  beneath  your  fecret  fhade. 
And  lofe  in  pleafing  thought  the  fummer-day. 
Or  tempt  the  wilh  of  fome  unpradifcd  maid, 
Whofc  heart  at  once  inclines  and  fears  to  flray  : 

The  fprightly  vigour  of  my  youth  is  fled,  5 

Lonely  and  fick  on  death  is  all  my  thought. 
Oh,  fpare,  Perfephone*,  this  guiklefs  head. 
Love,  too  much  love,  is  all  thy  fuppliant's  fault. 

No  virgin's  eafy  faith  I  e'er  betray'd. 
My  tongue  ne'er  boafted  of  a  feign'd  embrace  ;  10 
No  poifons  in  the  cup  have  I  convey'd. 
Nor  veird  deftruAion  with  a  friendly  face : 
•  The  goddefs  of  dealh. 
C    2 
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No  fecret  horrors  gnaw  this  quiet  breafl;. 
This  pious  hand  ne'er  robb'd  the  facred  fane  ; 
I  ne'er  difturb'd  the  gods'  eternal  reft  15 

With  curfes  loud,-^but  oft  have  pray'd  in  vain. 

No  Health  of  time  has  thinn'd  my  flowing  hair. 
Nor  age  yet  loent  me  with  his  iron  hand ; 
Ah,  why  fo  foon  the  tender  blofTom  tear  ? 
Ere  Autumn  yet  the  ripen'd  fruit  demand.      20 

Ye  gods,  whoe'er  in  gloomy  (hades  below 
Now  flowly  tread  your  melancholy  round ; 
Now  wand'ring  view  th€  baleful  rivers  flow. 
And  mufing  hearken  to  their  folemn  found  : 

Oh,  let  me  Hill  enjoy  the  cheerful  day ; 
Till,  many  years  unheeded  o'er  me  roll'd, 
Pleas'd  in  my  age,  I  trifle  life  away. 
And  tell  how  much  we  loved,  ere  I  grew  old. 


But  you>  who  now,  with  feflive  garlands  crown'd. 
In  chafe  of  pleafure  the  gay  moments  fpend,   30 
By  quick  enjoyment  heal  love's  pleafmg  wound. 
And, grieve  for  nothing  but  your  abfent  friend. 


VERSES 

TO     MR.    BROOKE,     ON     THE      REFUSAL     OF     A 
LICENCE      TO      HIS      PLAY      OF      GUSTAVUS 

VASA. 

BY    PAUL     WHITEHEAD,    ES<^* 

While  Athens  glory 'd  in  her  free-born  race. 
And  Science  flourilh'd  round  her  fav'rite  place. 
The  Mufe  unfetter'd  trod  the  Grecian  ftage ; 
Free  were  her  pinions,  unreftrain'd  her  rage  : 
Bold  and  fecure  Ihe  aim'd  the  pointed  dart,  5 

And  pour'd  the  precept  poignant  to  the  heart. 
Till  dire  Dominion  flretch'd  her  lawlefs  fway. 
And  Aiheni  fons  were  deftin*d  to  obey  : 
Then  firft  the  Stage  a  Licens'd  Bondage  knew. 
And  Tyrants  quafli'd  the  fcene  they  fear'd  to  view:  i  o 
Fair  Freedom's  voice  no  more  was  heard  to  charm. 
Or  Liberty  the  Attic  audience  warm. 

Then  fled  the  Mufe,  indignant,  from  the  fhore. 
Nor  deign'd  to  dwell  where  Freedom  was  no  more  : 
Vain  then,  alas  1  fhe  fought  Britannia's  ifle,  1 5 
Charm'd  with  her  voice,  and  cheer'd  us  with  her 
If  Gallic  laws  her  gen'rous  flight  reftrain,  [fmile, 
And  bind  her  captive  with  th*  ignoble  chain ; 

♦  Born  1710;  dy.d  1774. 
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Bold  and  unlicens'd,  in  Eliza's  days. 
Free  flow'd  hernunibers,  flouriih'dfair  herbays;  20 
O'er  Britain's  Stage  majeflic,  unconfin'd. 
She  tun'd  her  Patriot  leffons  to  mankind  ; 
For  mighty  Heroes  ranfack'd  ev'ry  age. 
Then   beam'd    them    glorious   in   her    Shake- 
speare's page. 

Shakespeare's  nomore!— loft  was  the  Poet's 
name,  25 

Till  Thou,  my  friend,  my  genius,  fprung  to  Fame  ; 
Lur'd  by  his  laurel's  never-fading  bloom. 
You  boldly  fnatch'd  the  trophy  from  his  tomb. 
Taught  the  declining  Mufe  again  to  foar. 
And  to  Britannia  gave  one  Poet  more.  30 

Pleas'd,  in  thy  lays  we  fee  Gustavus  live ; 
But,  O  GusTAVUs  !  if  thou  can'ft,  forgive. 
Britons,  more  favage  than  the  tyrant  Dane^ 
Beneath  whofe  yoke  you  drew  the  galling  chain, 
Degen'rate  Britons,  by  thy  worth  difmay'd,        35 
Prophane  thy  glories,  and  profcribe  thy  Ihade. 


E  L  E  G  Y. 

BY    WILLIAM     3HENST0NE,    ESQ^* 

HE  ARRIVES  AT  HIS  RETIREMENT  IN  THE 
COUNTRY,  AND  TAKES  OCCASION  TO 
EXPATIATE  IK  PRAISE  OF  SIMPLICITY. 
TO     A     FRIEND. 

For  rural  virtues,  and  for  native  fkiesj 
I  bade  Augufta's  venal  fons  farewel ; 

Now  'mid  the  trees,  I  fee  my  fmoke  arife  ; 

Now  hear  the  fountains  bubbling  round  my  cell. 

O  may  that  Genius,  which  fecures  my  reft,  5 

Preferve  this  villa  for  a  friend  that's  dear ! 

Ne'er  may  my  vintage  glad  the  fordid  breaft  ; 
Ne'er  tinge  the  lip  that  dares  be  unfincere  ! 

Far  from  thefe  paths,  ye  faithlefs  friends,  depart ! 

Fly  my  plain  board,  abhor  my  hoftile  name  !  10 
Hence !  the  faint  verfe  that  flows  not  from  the  heart. 

But  mourns,  in  labour'd  ftrains,  the  price  of  fame  I 

O  lov'd  fimplicity  !   be  thine  the  prize  ! 

Affiduous  art  correal  her  page  in  vain  ! 
His  be  the  palm  who,  guiltlcfs  of  diljguife,  15 

Contemns  the  pow'r,  the  dull  refource  to  feign  ! 

♦  Born  1714  ;  dyed  1763. 

c  4 
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Still  may  the  mourner,  lavifti  of  his  tears 
For  lucre's  venal  meed,  invite  my  fcorn  I 

Still  may  the  bard  difTembling  doubts  and  fears. 
For  praife,  for  flatt'ry  fighing,  figh  forlorn  !  20 

Soft  as  the  line  of  love-fick  Hammond  flows, 
'Tvvas  his  fond  heart  efFus'd  the  melting  theme ; 

Ah  !  never  could  Aonia's  hill  difclofe 
So  fair  a  fountain,  or  fo  lov'd  a  flream. 

Ye  lovelefs  bards  !  intent  with  artful  pains         25 
To  form  a  figh,  or  to  contrive  a  tear  ! 

Forego  your.  Pindus,  and  on plains 

Survey  Camilla's  charms,  and  grow  fmcere. 

But  thou,  my  friend  !  while  in  thy  youthful  foul 
Love's  gentle  tyrant  feats  his  aweful  throne,  30 

While  from  thy  bofom — let  not  art  controul 
The  ready  pen,  that  makes  his  edidls  known. 

Pleafing,  when  youth  is  long  expir'd,  to  trace 
The  forms  our  pencil,  or  our  pen  defign'd  ! 

*'  Such  was  our  youthful  air,  and  fhape,  and  face  ! 
**  Such  the  foft  image  of  our  youthful  mind  ! 

Soft  whilft  we  fleep  beneath  the  rural  bow'rs. 
The  loves  and  graces  Ileal  unfeen  away ; 

And  where  the  turf  diifus'd  its  pomp  of  flow'rs. 
We  wake  to  wintry  fcenes  of  chill  decay  !       40 
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Curfe  the  fad  fortune  that  detains  thy  fair ; 

Praife  the  foft  hours  that  gave  thee  to  her  arms ; 
Paint  thy  proud  fcorn  of  ev'ry  vulgar  care. 

When  hope  exalts  thee,  or  when  doubt  alarms. 

Where  with  CEnone  thou  haft  worn  the  day,      45 
Near  fount  or  ftream,  in  meditation,  rove; 

If  in  the  grove  CEnone  lov'd  to  ftray. 

The  faithful  Mufe  fhall  meet  thee  in  the  grove. 


THE 

SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 

IN     IMITATION    OF    SPENSER. 
BY    THE     SAME. 

**  Audita  voces ^  vagitus  fe*  ingenSf 
*•  Infantumque  animajlentes  in  limine  prima  "  ViRO. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

What  particulars  in  Spcnfer  were  imagined  moft  proper  for 
the  Author's  imitation  on  this  occajion,  arc  his  language, 
his  Jlmpl icily,  his  manner  of  defcription^  and  d  peculiar 
tendernefs  q\  fentiment  remarkable  throughout  his  works. 

A.  H  me  !  full  forely  is  my  heart  forlorn. 
To  think  how  modeft  worth  negleded  lies ; 
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While  partial  fame  doth  with  her  blads  adorn 
Such  deeds  alone,  as  pride  and  pomp  difguife  ; 
Deeds  of  ill  fort,  and  mlfchievous  emprize  : 
Lend  me  thy  clarion,  goddefs  1  let  me  try- 
To  found  the  praife  of  merit,  ere  it  dies ; 
Such  as  I  oft  have  chaunced  to  efpy, 
LoH  in  the  dreary  iiia.dQS  of  dull  cbfcurity. 

In  ev'ry  village  mark'd  with  little  fpire,         lo 
Embow'r'd  in  trees,  and  hardly  known  to  fame. 
There  dwells,  in  lowly  {hed,  and  mean  attire, 
A  matron  old,  whom  we  fchool-miftrefs  name; 
Who  boafts  unruly  brats  with  birch  to  tame  ; 
They  grieven  fore,  in  piteous  durance  pent,   15 
Aw'd  by  the  povv'r  of  this  relentlefs  dame; 
And  oft-times,  on  vagaries  idly  bent. 
For  unkempt  hair,  or  tafk  unconn'd,  are  forely  fhent. 

And  all  in  fight  doth  rife  a  birchen  tree. 
Which  learning  near  her  little  dome  did  flowe ;  20 
Whilom  a  twig  of  fmall  regard  to  fee, 
Tho'  now  fo  wide  its  waving  branches  flow; 
And  work  the  fimple  vafTals  mickle  woe  ; 
For  not  a  wind  might  curl  the  leaves  that  blew. 
But  their  limbs  Ihudder'd,  and  their  pulfe  beat 
low;  25 

And  as  they  look'd  they  found  their  horror  grew, 
^nd  fhap'd  it  into  rods,  and  tingled  at  the  view. 
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So  have  I  feen  (who  has  not,  may  conceive,) 

A  lifelefs  phantom  near  a  garden  plac'd  ; 

So  doth  it  wanton  birds  of  peace  bereave,      30 

Of  fport,  of  fong,  of  pleafure,  of  repaft  ; 

They  ftart,  they  flare,  they  wheel,  they  loolc 

aghaft  ; 
Sad  fervitude  !  fuch  comfortlefs  annoy 
May  no  bold  Briton's  riper  age  e'er  tafte ! 
Ne  fuperftition  clog  his  dance  of  joy,  35 

Ne  vifion  empty,  vain,  his  native  blifs  deftroy. 

Near  to  this  dome  is  found  a  patch  fo  green. 
On  which  the  tribe  their  gambols  do  difplay  ; 
And  at  the  door  imprisoning  board  is  feen. 
Left  weakly  wights  of  fmaller  fize  Ihould  ftray ;  40 
Eager,  perdie,  to  bafk  in  funny  day  ! 
The  noifes  intermix'd,  which  thence  refound. 
Do  learning's  little  tenement  betray  : 
Where  fits  the  dame,  difguis'd  in  look  profound, 
And  eyes  her  fairy  throng,  and  turns  her  whee| 
around.  45 

Her  cap,  far  whiter  than  the  driven  fnow. 
Emblem  right  meet  of  decency  does  yield  : 
Her  apron  dy'd  in  grain,  as  blue,  I  trowe. 
As  is  the  hare-bell  that  adorns  the  field  : 
And  in  her  hand,  for  fcepter,  fhe  does  wield  50 
Tway  birchen  fprays ;  with  anxious  fear  entwin'd, 
With  dark  diftruft,  and  fad  repentance  fill'd ; 
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And  ftedfaft  hate,  and  (harp  afflidlion  joinM, 
And  fury  uncontroul'd,  and  chaftifement  unkind. 

Few  but  have  ken'd,  in  femblance  meet  pour- 
tray 'd,  55 
The  childifh  faces  of  old  Eol's  train ; 
Libs,  Notus,  Auder  *  :  thefe  in  frowns  array'd. 
How  then  would  fare  or  earth,  or  fky,  or  main. 
Were  the  Hern  god  to  give  his  fiaves  the  rein  ? 
And  were  not  flie  rebellious  breafls  to  quell,  6o 
And  were  not  flie  her  ftatutes  to  maintain. 
The  cot  no  more,  I  ween,  were  deem'd  the  cell. 
Where  comely  peace  of  mind,  and  decent  order  dwell. 


A  ruiTet  ftole  was  o'er  her  fhoulders  thrown  ; 
A  ruffet  kirtle  fenc'd  the  nipping  air  ;  6^ 

'Twas  fimple  ruflet,  but  it  was  her  own  ; 
'Twas  her  own  country  bred  the  flock  fo  fair  ; 
'Twas  her  own  labour  did  the  fleece  prepare  ; 
And,  footh  to  fay,  her  pupils,  rang'd  around. 
Thro'  pious  awe,  did  term  it  pafTmg  rare;       70 
For  they  in  gaping  wonderment  abound. 
And  think,  no  doubt,  ftie  been  the  greateft  wight 
on  ground. 

Albeit  ne  flatt'ry  did  corrupt  her  truth, 
Ne  pompous  title  did  debauch  her  ear ; 
Goody,  good-woman,  gofiip,  n'aunt,  forfooth,  75 
Or  damcj  the  fole'  additions  flie  did  hear  ; 
*  The  fouih-wcit,  foutb,  &c.  &c. 
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YetthefefliechallengM,  thcfe  fhehdd  right  dear: 
Ne  would  efleem  him  aft  as  mought  behove. 
Who  (liould  not  honour'J  eld  with  thefe  revere : 
For  never  title  yet  fo  mean  could  prove,         83 
But  there  was  eke  a  mind  which  did  that  title  love. 

One  ancient  hen  (he  took  delight  to  feed. 
The  plodding  pattern  of  the  bufy  dame  ; 
Which,  ever  and  anon,  impell'd  by  need. 
Into  her  fchool,  begirt  with  chickens,  came  ;  85 
Such  favour  did  her  paft  deportment  claim  : 
And,  if  negled  had  lavilh'd  on  the  ground 
Fragment  of  bread,  ihe  would  colleft  the  fame  ; 
For  well  fhe  knew,  and  quaintly  could  expound. 
What  fin  it  were  to  wafts  the  fmalleft  crumb  fnc 
found.  go 

Herbs  too  flie  knew,  and  well  of  each  could  fpeak 
That  in  her  garden  fip'd  the  filv'ry  dew  ; 
Where  no  vain  flow'r  difclos'd  a  gaudy  ftreak ; 
But  herbs  for  ufe,  and  phyfick,  not  a  few. 
Of  grey  renown,  within  thofe  borders  grew  :  95 
The  tufted  bafil,  pun-provoking  thyme, 
Frclli  baum,  and  marygold  of  chearful  hue  ; 
The  lowly  gill,  that  never  dares  to  climb  ; 
And  more  I  fain  would  fing,  difdaining  here  te 
rhyme. 

Yet  euphrafy  may  not  be  left  unfung,  100 

That  gives  dim  eyes  to  wander  leagues  around; 
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And  pungent  radifh,  biting  infant's  tongue  ; 
And  plantain   ribb'd,  that  heals  the  reaper*s 

wound ; 
And  marjra'm  fweet,  in  fhepherd*s  pofie  found  ; 
And  lavender,  whofe  fpikes  of  azure  bloom  105 
Shall  be  ere-while,  in  arid  bundles  bound. 
To  lurk  amidft  the  labours  of  her  loom. 
And  crown  her  kerchiefs  clean,  with  mickle  rare 

perfume. 

And  here  trim  rofemarine,  that  whilom  crown'd 
The  daintieft  garden  of  the  proudeft  peer  ;    1 10 
Ere,  driven  from  its  envy'd  fite,  it  found 
A  facred  flielter  for  its  branches  here  ; 
Where edg'd  with  gold  its glitt'ring  flcirts  appear. 
Oh  waffel  days  !   O  cuiloms  meet  and  well ! 
Ere  this  was  banifh'd  from  its  lofty  fphere  :  1 1 5 
Simplicity  then  fought  this  humble  cell. 
Nor  ever  would  (he  more  with  thane  and  lordling 
dwell. 

Here  oft  the  dame,  on  fabbath's  decent  eve. 
Hymned  fuch  pfalms  as  Sternhold  forth  did  mete  ; 
If  winter  'twere,  fhe  to  her  hearth  did  cleave,  1 20 
But  in  her  garden  found  a  fummer-feat : 
Sweet  melody  !  to  hear  her  then  repeat 
How  Ifraers  fons,  beneath  a  foreign  king. 
While  taunting  foe-men  did  a  fong  intreat. 
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All,  for  the  nonce,  untuning  cv'ry  ftring,     125 
-Uphung  their  ufelefs  lyres — fmall  heart  had  they 
to  fing. 

For  (he  was  juft,  and  friend  to  virtuous  lore. 
And  pafs'd  much  time  in  truly  virtuous  deed  ; 
And,  in  thofe  eltins'  ears,  would  oft  deplore  [130 
The  times,  when  truth  by  popilh  rage  did  bleed; 
And  tortious  death  was  true  devotion's  meed ; 
And  fimple  faith  in  iron  chains  did  mourn. 
That  nould  on  wooden  image  place  her  creed; 
And  lawny  faints  in  fmould'ring  flames  did  burn: 
Ah  1  dearefl:  lord,  forefend,  tliilk  days  fliould  e'er 
return.  155 

In  elbow-chair,  like  that  of  Scottilh  ftem. 
By  the  iharp  tooth  of  canlc'ring  eld  defac'd. 
In  which,  when  he  receives  his  diadem. 
Our  fov'reign  prince  and  liefell  liege  is  placM, 
The  matron   fate  ;    and  feme   with   rank    (he 
grac'd,  140 

(Thefource  of  children's  andof  courtier's  pride  1) 
Redrefs'd  affronts,  for  vile  affronts  there  pafs'd; 
And  warned  them  not  the  fretful  to  deride. 
But  love  each  other  dear,  whatever  them  betide. 

Right  well  fhe  knew  each  temper  to  defcry ;   145 
To  thwart  the  proud,  and  the  fubmifs  to  raifc ; 
Some  with  vile  copper-prize  exalt  on  high. 
And  fome  entice  with  pittance  fmall  of  praife; 
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And  other  fome  with  baleful  fprig  fhe  'frays : 
Ev*n  abfent,  fhe  the  reins  of  pow'r  doth  hold,  1 50 
While  with  quaint  arts  the  giddy  crowd  (he  fways ; 
Forewarn'd,  if  little  bird  their  pranks  behold, 
'Twill  whifper  in  her  ear,  and  all  the  fcene  unfold. 

Lo  now  with  ftate  fhe  utters  the  command ! 
Eftfoons  the  urchins  to  their  talks  repair;      155 
Their  books  of  flature  fmall  they  take  in  hand. 
Which  with  pellucid  horn  fecured  are  ; 
To  fave  from  finger  wet  the  letters  fair  : 
The  work  fo  gay,  that  on  their  back  is  feen, 
St.  George's  high  atchievements  does  declare;  160 
On  which  thilk  wight  that  has  y-gazing  been. 
Kens  the  forth-coming  rod,  unpleafing  fight,  I  ween! 

Ah  lucklefs  he,  and  born  beneath  the  beam 
Of  evil  flar  !  it  irks  me  whilfl  I  write  ! 
As  erft  the  *  bard  by  MuIIa's  filver  ftream,  165 
Oft,  as  he  told  of  deadly  dolorous  plight, 
Sigh'd  as  he  fung,  and  did  in  tears  indite. 
For  brandilhing  the  rod,  fhe  doth  begin 
To  loofe  the  brogues,  the  ftripling's  late  delight ! 
And  down  they  drop;  appears  his  dainty  fkin,  170 
Fair  as  the  furry  coat  of  whitell  ermilin. 

O  ruthful  fcene  !  when,  from  a  nook  obfcure, 
His  little  filter  doth  his  peril  fee, 
*   Spenfcr, 
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All  playful  as  (he  fate,  fhe  grows  demure  ; 
She  finds  full  foon  her  wonted  fpirits  flee  ;     175 
She  meditates  a  pray'r  to  fet  him  free : 
Nor  gentle  pardon  could  this  dame  deny 
(ff  gentle  pardon  could  with  dames  agree) 
To  her  fad  grief  that  fwells  in  either  eye. 
And  wrings  her  fo  that  all  for  pity  fhe  could  die.  1 80 

No  longer  can  (he  now  her  (hrieks  command ; 
And  hardly  fhe  forbears,  thro'  aweful  fear. 
To  rulhen  forth,  and,  with  prefumptuous  hand. 
To  flay  hardi  juflice  in  its  mid  career. 
On  thee  fhe  calls,  on  thee  her  parent  dear !   1 85? 
(Ah  !  too  remote  to  ward  the  fhameful  blow  !) 
She  {ees  no  kind  domeflic  vifage  near. 
And  foon  a  flood  of  tears  begins  to  flow  i 
And  gives  a  loofe  at  lafl  to  unavailing  woe. 

But  ah !  what  pen  his  piteous  plight  may  trace  ? 
Or  what  device  his  loud  laments  explain?   [190 
The  form  uncouth  of  his  difguifed  face  ? 
The  pallid  hue  that  dyes  his  looks  amain  ? 
The  plenteous  fliow'r  that  does  his  cheek  diftain  ? 
When  he,  in  abjeft  wife,  implores  the  dame,  195 
Ne  hopeth  aught  of  fweet  reprieve  to  gain ; 
Or  when  from  high  fhe  levels  well  her  aim. 
And,  thro*  the  thatch,  his  cries  each  falling  flroke 
proclaim. 
Vol.  II.  D 
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The  other  tribe,  aghaft,  with  fore  difmay, 
Attend,  and  conn  their  talks  with  micklecare :  200 
By  turns,  aftony'd,  ev'ry  twig  furvey. 
And,  from  their  fellow's  hateful  wounds,  beware ; 
Knowing,  I  wifl,  how  each  the  fame  may  fhare  ; 
'Till  fear  has  taught  them  a  performance  meet. 
And  to  the  well-known  cheft  the  dame  repair ;  205 
Whence  oft  with  fugar'd  cates  fhe  doth  'em  greet. 
And  ginger-bread  y-rare ;  now,  certes,  doubly  fweet ! 

See  to  their  feats  they  hye  with  merry  glee. 
And  in  befeemly  order  fitten  there  ; 
All  but  the  wight  of  bum  y-galled,  he  210 

Abhorreth  bench  and  (lool,  and  fourm,  and  chair; 
(This  hand  in  mouth  y-fix'd,  that  rends  his  hair;) 
And  eke  with  fnubs  profound,  and  heaving  br^aft, 
Convulfions  intermitting  !  does  declare 
His  grievous  wrong ;  his  dame's  unj  ufl  behell ;  2  r  5 
And  fcorns  her  ofFer'd  love,  and  fhuns  to  be  carefs'd. 

His  eye  befprent  with  liquid  cryftal  fhines. 
His  blooming  face  that  feems  a  purple  flow'r. 
Which  low  to  earth  its  drooping  head  declines. 
All  fmear'd  and  fully 'd  by  a  vernal  ftiow'r.  2 20 
O  the  hard  bofoms  of  defpotic  pow'r  ! 
All,  all,  but  {he,  the  author  of  his  fliame. 
All,  all,  but  (he,  regret  this  mournful  hour  : 
Yet  hence  the  youth,  and  hence  the  flow'r,  (hall 
claim. 
If  fo  I  deem  aright,  tranfcending  worth  and  fame.  225 
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Behind  fome  door,  in  melancholy  thought, 
Mindlefs  of  food  he,  dreary  caitiff!  pines ; 
Ne  for  his  fellow's  joyaunce  careth  aught. 
But  to  the  wind  all  merriment  refigns  ; 
And  deems  it  (hame,  if  he  to  peace  inclines;  223 
And  many  a  fallen  look  afcance  is  fent. 
Which  for  his  dame's  annoyance  he  defigns ; 
And  Hill  the  more  to  pleafure  him  (he's  bent. 
The  more  doth  he,perverfe,  herhaviourpafl  refent. 

Ah  me  !  how  much  I  fear  left  pride  it  be  !  235 
But  if  that  pride  it  be,  which  thus  infpires. 
Beware,  ye  dames,  with  nice  difcernment  fee. 
Ye  quench  not  too  the  fparks  of  nobler  fires  : 
Ah  !  better  far  than  all  the  mufes'  lyres. 
All  coward  arts,  is  valour's  gen'rous  heat ;   240 
The  firm  fixt  breaft  which  fit  and  right  requires> 
Like  Vernon's  patriot  foul ;  more  juftly  great 
Than  craft  that  pimps  for  ill,  or  flow'ry  falfe  deceit. 

Yet  nurs'd  with  (kill,  what  dazzling  fruits  appear ! 
Ev'n  now  fagacious  forefight  points  to  (how  245 
A  little  bench  of  heedlefs  bifhops  here. 
And  there  a  cluncellour  in  embryo. 
Or  bard  fublime,  if  bard  may  e'er  be  fo,  [die ! 
As  Milton,  Shakefpear,  names  that  ne'er  (hall 
Tho'  now  he  crawl  along  the  ground  fo  low,  250 
Nor  weeting  how  the  mufe  (hould  foar  on  high, 
Wilheth,  poor  ftarv'ling  elf  1  his  paper  kite  may  fly. 
D  2 
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And  this  perhaps,  who,  cens'ring  the  defigil. 
Low  lays  the  houfe  which  that  of  cards  doth  build. 
Shall  Dennis  be  1  if  rigid  fate  incline,  255 

And  many  an  epic  to  his  rage  ihall  yield  ; 
And  many  a  poet  quit  th*  Aonian  field  ; 
And,  four*d  by  age,  profound  he  fhall  appear. 
As  he  who  now  with  'fdainful  fury  thrill'd. 
Surveys  mine  work ;  and  levels  many  a  fneer,  26a 

And  furls  his  wrinkly  front,  and  cries,  "  What  IluiF 

[is  here?" 
But  now  Dan  Phoebus  gains  the  middle  ikie. 
And  liberty  unbars  her  prifon-door ; 
And  like  a  rufliing  torrent  out  they  fly. 
And  now  the  grafly  cirque  han  cover'd  o'er  265 
With  boill'rous  revel-rout  and  wild  uproar ; 
A  thoufand  ways  in  wanton  rings  they  run, 
Heav'n  Ihield  their  fhort-liv'd  paftimes,  I  implore ! 
For  well  may  freedom,  erft  fo  dearly  won. 

Appear  to  B  ritifh  elf  more  gladfome  than  the  fun.  270 

Enjoy,  poor  imps !  enjoy  your  fportive  trade. 
And  chafe  gay  flies,  and  cull  the  faireft  flow'rs ; 
For  when  my  bones  in  grafs-green  fods  are  laid ; 
For  never  may  ye  tafte  more  carelefs  hours 
In  knightly  calUes,  or  in  ladies  bow'rs.         275 
O  vain  to  feek  delight  in  earthly  thing  ! 
But  moft  in  courts  where  proud  ambition  tow'rs ; 
Deluded  wight !  who  weens  fair  peace  can  fpring 
Beneath  the  pompous  dome  of  kefar  or  of  king. 


EHENSTONEJ  53 

See  in  each  fprite  fome  various  bent  appear!  280 
Thefe  rudely  carol  moft  incondite  lay  ; 
Thofe  fauntVing  on  the  green,  with  jocund  leer 
Salute  the  flranger  pafling  on  his  way  ; 
Some  builden  fragile  tenements  of  clay  ; 
Some  to  the  (landing  lake  their  courfes  bend,  285 
With  pebbles  fmooth  at  duck  and  drake  to  play; 
Thilk  to  the  huxter's  fav'ry  cottage  tend. 
In  paftry  kings  and  queens  th' allotted  mitetofpend. 

Here,  as  each  feafon  yields  a  different  flore, 
Each  feafon's  ftores  in  order  ranged  been  ;    290 
Apples  with  cabbage-net  y-covcr'd  o*er. 
Galling  full  fore  th'  unmoney'd  wight,  are  feen; 
And  goofe-b'rie  clad  in  liv'ry  red  or  green  ; 
And  here  of  lovely  dye,  the  cath*rine  pear. 
Fine  pear !  as  lovely  for  thy  juice,  I  ween.  295 
O  may  no  wight  e*er  pennylefs  come,  there. 
Left  fmit  with  ardent  love  he  pine  with  hopelefs  care ! 

See  !  cherries  here,  ere  cherries  yet  abound. 

With  thread  fo  white  in  tempting  pofies  ty'd, 

Scatt'ring   like  blooming   maid   their   glances 

round,  300 

With  pamperM  look  draw  little  eyes  afide ; 

And  nmlt  be  bought,  tho'  penury  betide, 

The  plumb  all  azure  and  the  nut  all  brown. 

And  here  each  feafon  do  thofe  cakes  abide,  [305 

Whofe  honour'd  names  *  th'  inventive  city  own, 

Rend'ring    thro'    Britain's    ifle   Salopians   praifcs 

known. 

♦  Shrew fljury  cakes. 
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Admir'd  Salopia  !  that  with  venial  pride 
Eyes  her  bright  form  in  Severn's  ambient  wave, 
Fam'd  for  her  loyal  cares  in  perils  try'd,    [310 
Her  daughters  lovely,  and  her  ftriplings  brave : 
Ah !  midft  the  reft,  may  flowers  adorn  his  grave, 
Whofe  art  did  firft  thefe  dulcet  cates  difplay  I 
A  motive  fair  to  learning's  imps  he  gave. 
Who  chearlefs  o*er  her  darkling  region  ftray ; 
Xill  reafon's  morn  arife,  and  light  them  on  their  way. 


INSCRIPTION. 

pN    THE     BACK    OF    A    GOTHIC    ALCOVE. 
BY    THE     SAME. 

v)  YOU  that  bathe  in  courtlye  blyfle. 
Or  toyle  in  fortune's  giddy  fpheare  j 

Do  not  too  raflilye  deeme  amyffe 
Of  him  that  bydes  contented  here. 

Nor  yet  difdeigne  the  rufTet  ftoale. 

Which  o*er  each  careleflTe  lymbe  he  flyngs : 

Nor  yet  deryde  the  beechen  bowle. 
In  whyche  he  quafts  the  lympid  fprings. 
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Forgive  him,  if  at  eve  or  dawne, 
Devoide  of  worldlye  cark  he  ftray 

Or  all  befide  feme  flowerye  lawne, 
He  wafte  his  inofFenfive  daye. 


55 
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So  may  he  pardonne  fraud  and  ftrife. 

If  fuch  in  courtlye  haunt  he  fee  : 
For  faults  there  beene  in  bufye  lif^,  1,5 

From  whyche  thefe  peaceful  glennes  are  free, 


D4 


ODE 

TO    THE 

TIBER. 

ON     ENTERING     THE     CAMPANIA    OF     ROME, 
AT    OTRICOLI, 

MDCCLV. 

BY    WILLIAM    WHITEHEAD,    ESQ^ 

POET    LAUREAT.* 


Jrl  A I L  facred  ftream,  whofe  waters  roll 

Immortal  thro'  the  claflic  page  I 
To  Thee  the  Mufe-deyoted  foal, 

Tho'  deftin'd  to  a  later  age 
And  lefs  indulgent  clime,  to  thee, 
Nor  thou  difdain,  in  Runic  lays 
Weak  mimic  of  true  harmony. 
His  grateful  homage  pays. 
Far  other  ftrains  thine  elder  ear 
With  pleased  attention  wont  to  hear. 
When  he,  who  llrung  the  Latian  lyre^ 
And  he,  who  led  th'  Aonian  quire 
*  Bern  171^;  dyedijS^* 
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From  Mantua's  reedy  lakes  with  ofiers  crown'd* 
Taught  echo  from  thy  banks  with  tranfport  to  re- 
found. 
Thy  banks  ? — alas,  is  this  the  boafted  fcene,  15 
This  dreary,  wide,  uncultivated  plain. 
Where  fick'ning  Nature  wears  a  fainter  green. 
And  Defolaticn  fp reads  her  torpid  reign  ? 
Is  this  the  fcene  where  Freedom  breathed. 
Her  copious  horn  where  Plenty  wreathed,  20 

And  health  at  opening  day 
Bade  all  her  rofeate  breezes  fly. 
To  wake  the  fons  of  induftry. 

And  make  their  fields  more  gay  f 

II. 

Where  is  the  villa's  rural  pride,  25 

The  fwelling  dome's  imperial  gleam. 
Which  lov'd  to  grace  thy  verdant  fide. 
And  tremble  in  thy  golden  llream  ? 
Where  are  the  bold,  the  bufy  throngs. 

That  rulh'd  impatient  to  the  war,  3® 

Or  tun'd  to  peace  triumphal  fongs. 

And  hail'd  the  paffing  car  ? 
Along  the  folitary  ♦  road, 
Th'  eternal  flint  by  Confuls  trod. 
We  mufe,  and  mark  the  fad  decays  35 

Of  mighty  works,  and  mighty  days  I 

*  The  Flaminian  way* 
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For  thefe  vile  waftes,  we  cry,  had  Fate  decreed 
That  Veil's  fons  Ihould  ftrive,  for  thefe  Camil- 

L  u  s  bleed  ? 
Did  here,  in  after-times  of  Roman  pride^ 

The  mafing  fliepherd  from  Sorafte*s  height    40 
See  towns  extend  where'er  thy  waters  glide. 
And  temples  rife,  and  peopled  farms  unite  ? 
They  did.     For  this  deferted  plain 
The  hero  drove,  nor  ftrove  in  vain  ; 

And  here  the  fhepherd  faw  45- 

Unnumber'd  towns  and  temples  fpread. 
While  Rom2  majeftic  rear'd  her  head. 
And  gave  the  nations  law. 

III. 

Yes,  Thou  and  Latium  once  were  great. 

And  Hill,  ye  firft  of  human  things,  50 

Beyond  the  grafp  of  time  or  fate. 

Her  fame  and  thine  triumphar^t  fprings. 
What  tho'  the  mould'ring  columns  fall. 
And  ftrow  the  defart  earth  beneath, 
Tho'  ivy  round  each  nodding  wall  .  5  5 

Entwine  it's  fatal  wreath. 
Yet  fay,  can  Rhine  or  Danube  boafl 
The  numerous  glories  thou  haft  loft  ? 
Can  ev*n  Euphrates'  palmy  fhore. 
Or  Nile,  with  all  his  myftic  lore,  60 

Produce  from  old  records  of  genuine  fame 
Such  heroes,  poets,  kings,  or  emulate  thy  name  ? 
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Ev'n  now  the  Mufe,  the  confcious  Mufe  is  here ; 

From  every  ruin's  formidable  (hade 
Eternal  mufic  breathes  on  fancy's  ear,  65 

And  wakes  to  more  than  form  th'  illuftrious  dead. 
Thy  CvESARs,  Scipios,  Catos  rife. 
The  great,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wife. 

In  folemn  ftate  advance  ! 
They  fix  the  philofophic  eye,  70 

Or  trail  the  robe,  or  lift  on  high 
The  light'ning  of  the  lance. 

IV. 

But  chief  that  humbler  happier  train. 
Who  knew  thofe  virtues  to  reward 
Beyond  the  reach  of  chance  or  pain  75 

Secure,  th''  hiflorian  and  the  bard. 
By  them  the  hero's  generous  rage 

Still  warm  in  youth  immortal  lives  ; 
And  in  their  adamantine  page 

Thy  glory  ftill  furvives.  80 

Thro'  deep  favannahs  wild  and  vaft. 
Unheard,  unknown  thro'  ages  paft. 
Beneath  the  fun's  direder  beams. 
What  copious  torrents  pour  their  ftreams  ! 
No  fame  have  they,  no  fond  pretence  to  mourn,  85 
No  annals  fwell  their  pride,  or  grace  their  ftoried  urn. 
Whilfl  thou,  with  Rome's  exalted  genius  join'd. 
Her  fpear  yet  lifted,  and  her  corslet  brac'd. 
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Qanft  tell  the  waves,  canft  tell  the  paffing  wind. 
Thy  wond'rous  tale,  and  chear  the  Iift*ning 
wafte.  90 

Tho*  from  his  caves  th'  unfeeling  North 
Pour'd  all  his  legion'd  tempefts  forth. 

Yet  ftill  thy  laurels  bloom  : 
One  deathlefs  glory  ftill  remains. 
Thy  ftream  ^as  roll'd  thro'  Latian  plains,  95 
Has  wafh'd  the  walls  of  Rome. 


AN   O  D  fi 

ON  THE 

DEATH  OF  MR.  PELHAM. 

BY  DAVID  GARRICK,  E  S  (^  * 

An  honeft  man^s  the  nollefl  work  of  Go  J!  PoPB. 

L/ET  Others  hail  the  rifing  fun, 
I  bow  to  that  whofe  courfe  is  run. 

Which  fets  in  endlefs  nigh?  ; 
Whofe  rays  benignant  blefs'd  this  ifle. 
Made  peaceful  Nature  round  us  fmile,  5 

With  calm,  but  chearful  light. 

No  bounty  paft  provokes  my  praife. 
No  future  profpeds  prompt  my  lays. 

From  real  grief  they  flow  ; 
I  catch  th'  alarm  from  Britain*s  fears,  lO 

My  forrows  fall  with  Britain's  tears. 

And  join  a  nation's  woe. 

See as  yoa  pafs  the  crowded  ftreet, 

Defpondence  clouds  each  face  you  meet. 

All  their  loft  friend  deplore :  l| 

You  read  in  every  penfive  eye. 
You  hear  in  ev'ry  broken  figh. 

That  Pelham  is  no  more. 

•  JBorn  171^;  dyed  1779» 


62  G  ARR  IC  K. 

If  thus  each  Briton  be  alarm'd. 

Whom  but  his  diftant  influence  warmM,  io 

What  grief  their  breafts  muft  rend. 
Who  in  his  private  virtues  blefs'd. 
By  Nature's  dearefl:  tyes  pofTefs'd 

The  Hufband,  Father,  Friend. 

What !  mute  ye  bards  ?*— no  mournful  verfe,     25 
No  chaplets  to  adorn  his  hearfe. 

To  crown  the  good  and  jull  ? 
Your  flowers  in  warmer  regions  bloom. 
You  feek  no  penfions  from  the  tomb. 

No  laurels  from  the  dull.  30 

When  pow'r  departed  with  his  breath. 
The  fons  of  Flatt'ry  fled  from  death : 

Such  infeds  fwarm  at  noon. 
Not  for  herfelf  my  Mule  is  griev'd. 
She  never  afk'd,  nor  e'er  receiv'd,  35 

One  minifterial  boon. 

Hath  fome  peculiar  flrauge  offence 
Againft  us  arm'd  Omnipotence, 

To  check  the  nation's  pride  ! 
Behold  th'  appointed  punifliment !  ^.o 

At  length  the  vengeful  bolt  is  fent. 

It  fell when  Felham  dy'd  I 
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Uncheck'd  by  Ihame,  anaw'd  by  dread. 
When  Vice  triumphant  rears  her  head. 

Vengeance  can  fleep  no  more  ;  4^ 

The  evil  angel  ftalks  at  large. 
The  good  fubraits,  refigns  his  charge. 

And  quits  th'  unhallow'd  (bore. 

The  fame  fad  morn  •  to  church  and  Hate, 

(So  for  our  fms  'twas  iix'd  by  fate)  50 

A  double  ftroke  was  giv'n  ; 
Black  as  the  whirlwinds  of  the  north, 
St.  J — n's  fcjl  Genius  iiTu'd  forth. 

And  Pelham  fled  to  heav'n  ! 

By  angels  watch'd  in  Eden's  bow'rs,  ^i> 

Our  parents  pafs'd  their  peaceful  hours. 

Nor  guilt  nor  pain  they  knew  ; 
But  on  the  day  which  ulher'd  in 
The  hell-born  train  of  mortal  fm, 

'  The  heav'nly  guards  withdrew.  60 

Look  down,  much  honoured  (hade,  below  ! 
Still  let  thy  pity  aid  our  woe  ; 

Stretch  out  thy  healing  hand ; 
Refume  thofe  feelings,  which  on  earth 
Proclaim'd  thy  patriot  love  and  worth,  65. 

And  fav'd  a  fmking  land. 

♦  The  6th  of  Ma/ch,  1754,  was  remarkable  for  the  pub- 
lication of  the  work«  of  a  late  lord,  and  the  death  of  Mr. 

Felbam. 
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Search,  with  thy  more  than  mortal  eye. 
The  breafts  of  all  thy  friends :  defcry 

What  there  has  got  pofleflion. 
See  if  thy  unfufpefting  heart  76 

In  fome  for  truth  miftook  not  art. 

For  principle,  profeffion. 

From  thefe,  the  pefts  of  human  kind. 
Whom  royal  bounty  cannot  bind, 

Protedl  our  parent  King  :  75 

Unmafk  their  treach'ry  to  his  fight. 
Drag  forth  the  vipers  into  light. 

And  crufli  them  ere  they  fling. 

t£  fuch  his  truft  and  honours  fhare. 

Again  exert  thy  guardian  care,  8^ 

Each  venom'd  heart  difclofe  ; 
On  Him,  on  Him,  our  all  depends. 
Oh  fave  him  from  his  treach'rous  friends. 

He  cannot  fear  his  foes. 

Whoe'er  (hall  at  the  helm  prefide,  85 

Still  let  thy  prudence  be  his  guide. 

To  ftain  the  troubled  wave ; 
But  chiefly  whifper  in  his  ear, 
"  That  George  is  open,  juft,  fmcere, 

"  And  dares  to  fcorn  a  knave."  9^ 
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No  leifilh  views  t*  opprefs  mankind. 
No  mad  ambition  fir'd  thy  mind. 

To  purchafe  fame  with  blood  ; 
Thy  bofom  glow'd  with  purer  heat  j 
Con vinc'd. that  to  be  truly  great  95 

Is  only  to  be  good. 

To  hear  no  lawlefs  pa(fion*s  call. 
To  ferve  thy  King,  yet  feel  for  all. 

Such  was  thy  glorious  plan  ! 
Wifdom  with  gen'rous  love  took  part,  loo 

Together  work  thy  head  and  heart. 

The  Minifter  and  Man. 

Unite,  ye  kindred  fons  of  worth  ; 
Strangle  bold  fadion  in  its  birth  ; 

Be  Britain's  weal  your  view  !  105 

For  this  great  end  let  all  combine. 
Let  virtue  link  each  fair  defign. 

And  Pelham  live  in  you. 
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AD  AMICOS. 

BY    RICHARD    WEST,    ES<^* 

Yes  happy  youths,  on  Camus'  fedgy  fide. 
You  feel  each  joy  th^tt  friendftiip  can  divide  ; 
Each  realm  of  fcience  and'  of  arc  explore. 
And  with  the  antient  blend  the  modern  lore. 
Studious  alone  to  learn  whatever  may  tend  ^ 

To  raife,  the  genius,  or  the  heart  to  mend  ;' 
Now  pleas'd  along  the  cloyfter'd  walk  you  rove. 
And  trace  the  verdant  mazes  of  the  grove. 
Where  fecial  oft,  and  oft  alone,  ye  chufe 
To  catch  the  zephyr,  and  to  court  the  mufe.       ic^ 
Mean  time  at  me  (while  all  devoid  of  art 
Thefe  lines  give  back  the  image  of  my  hsart) 
At  me  the  pow'r  that  comes  or  foon  or  late. 
Or  aims,  or  feems  to  aim,  the  dart  of  fate  ; 

*  Born  1716;  dyed  1742.  This  poem  is  in  imitation  (^ 
the  ^th  Elegy  of  the  3^  book  of  tibullus,  and  of  a  letter  of 
Mr.  Pope^  injicknefst  to  Mr,  Steel.  •'  AlmoJ  all  Tihullus's 
Elegy y*  Mr.  Mafon  obferves,  "  is  imitated  in  this  little  pieccy 
from  ivhence  the  tranjition  to  Mr.  F opes  letter  is  very  artfully 
contrived^  and  bef peaks  a  degree  of  judgment  much  beyond 
Mr.  IVeJi's  years."  It  ivas  written  before  21.  The  reader 
may  compare  this  v^itb  another  imitation  of  the  fame  elegy  by^ 
Mr.  Hammond,     (See  p.  35«^ 
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l^rom  you  remote,  methinks,  alone  I  (land  15 

Like  fome  fad  exile  in  a  defert  land ; 

Around  no  friends  their  lenient  care  to  join 

In  mutual  warmth,  and  mix  their  hearts  with  mine. 

Or  real  pains,  or  thofe  which  fancy  raife. 

For  ever  blot  the  funlhine  of  my  days ;  20 

To  ficknefs  ftill,  and  ftill  to  grief  a  prey. 

Health  turns  from  me  her  rofy  face  away, 

Juft  heav'n  !  what  fin,  ere  life  begins  to  blooiA, 
Devotes  my  head  untimely  to  the  tomb  ? 
Did  e*er  this  hand  againft  a  brother's  life  25 

Drug  the  dire  bowl,  or  point  the  murd'rous  knife  ? 
Did  e'er  this  tongue  the  flanderer's  tale  proclaim. 
Or  madly  violate  my  Maker's  name  ? 
Did  e'er  this  heart  betray  a  friend  or  foe. 
Or  know  a  thought  but  all  the  world  might  know  ?  30 
As  yet  juft  ftarted  from  the  lifts  of  time. 
My  growing  years  have  fcarcely  told  their  prime ; 
Ufelefs,  as  yet,  through  life  I've  idly  run. 
No  pleafures  tafted,  and  few  duties  done. 
Ah,  who,  ere  autumn's  mellowing  funs  appear,  35 
Would  pluck  the  promife  of  the  vernal  year; 
t)r,  ere  the  grapes  their  purple  hue  betray. 
Tear  the  crude  clufter  from  the  mourning  fpray. 
Stern  Power  of  Fate,  whofe  ebon  fceptre  rules 
The  Stygian  deferts  and  Cimmerian  pools,         40 
Forbear,  nor  rafhly  fmite  my  youthful  heart, 
A  Viftim  yet  unworthy  of  thy  dart ; 
E  z 
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Ah,  ftay  till  age  Ihall  blaft  my  withering  face. 
Shake  in  my  head,  and  falter  in  my  pace  ; 
Then  aim  the  (haft,  then  meditate  the  blow,      4^ 
And  to  the  dead  my  willing  fhade  fhall  go. 

How  weak  is  Man  to  Reafon's  judging  eye  I 
;6orn  in  this  moment,  in  the  next  we  die  ; 
Part  mortal  clay,  and  part  ethereal  fire. 
Too  proud  to  creep,  too  humble  to  afpire.         5er 
In  vain  our  plans  of  happinefs  we  raife. 
Pain  is  our  lot,  and  patience  is  our  praife  ; 
Wealth,  lineage,  honours,  conqueft,  or  a  throne. 
Are  what  the  wife  would  fear  to  call  their  own. 
Health  is  att  bell  a  vain  precarious  thing,  5^ 

And  fair-fac'd  youth  is  ever  on  the  wing  ; 
'Tis  like  the  ftream,  befide  whofe  wat*ry  bed 
Some  blooming  plant  exalts  his  flovv'ry  head, 
Nurs'd  by  the  wave  the  fpreading  branches  rife. 
Shade  all  the  ground,  and!flouiilh  to  the  ikies  ;  60 
The  waves  the  while  beneath  in  fecret  flow. 
And  undermine  the  hollow  bank  below  ; 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  waters  urge  their  way. 
Bare  all  the  roots,  and  on  their  fibres  prey. 
Too  late  the  plant  bewails  his  foolilh  pride,       65 
And  fmks,  untimely,  in  the  whelming  tide. 

But  why  repine,  does  life  deferve  my  figh  f 
Few  will  lament  my  lofs  whene'er  I  die. 
fi'or  thofe  the  wretches  I  defpife  or  hate, 
i  neither  envy  nor  regard  their  fate.  jrtf 
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I'or  me,  whene'er  all-conquering  Death  (hall  fpread 
His  wings  around  my  unrepining  head, 
I  care  not ;  though  this  face  be  feen  no  moi;^ 
The  world  will  pafs  as  cheerful  as  befpre^ 
Bright  as  before  the  day-ftar  will  appear,  75 

The  fields  as  verdant,  and  the  flcies  as  clear ; 
Nor  ftorms  nor  comets  will  my  doom  declare. 
Nor  figns  on  earth,  nor  portents  in  the  air ; 
Unknown  and  fjlent  will  depart  my  breath. 
Nor  Nature  e*er  take  notice  of  my  death.  $0 

Yet  fome  there  are  (ere  fpent  my  vital  days) 
Within  whofe  breafts  my  tomb  I  wi(h  to  raife. 
Lov'd  in  my  life,  lamented  in  my  end. 
Their  praife  would  crown  me  as  their  precepts  mend : 
To  them  may  thefe  fond  lines  my  name  endear,  8^ 
^ot  from  the  Poet  but  the  Friend  fmcere. 
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ODE 

ON    A 

DISTANT   PROSPECT 

OP 

ETON  COLLEGE. 

BY    THOMAS     GRAY,    ES<^* 

AvOffl/TToj*  *x«»Jj  frf6(pxarii  iJj  to  ^t/ryx**'' 

Menander* 

i  E  diflant  fpires,  ye  antique  towey ?, 

That  crown  the  wat*ry  glade. 

Where  grateful  Science  ftill  adores 

Her  Henry's  f  holy  Shade; 

And  ye,  that  from  the  ftately  brow  5 

Of  Wi  N  D  s  o  i^'s  heights  th'  expanfe  below 

Of  grove,  of  lawn,  of  mead  furvey, 

Whofe  turf,  whofe  ihade,  whofe  flowers  among 

Wanders  the  hoary  Thames  along 

His  filveri-winding  way.  ^O 

Ah  happy  hills,  ah  pleafjng  fliade. 
Ah  fields  belov'd  in  vain, 

*  Born  1716;  dyed  1771. 
f  King  Henry  the  fixth,  f9under  of  the  college. 
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Where  once  my  carclefs  childhood  flray'd, 

<A  llranger  yet  to  pain  I 

I  feel  the  gales,  that  from  ye  blow*  XS 

A  momentary  blifs  beftow. 

As  waving  frefh  their  gladfome  wing. 

My  weary  foul  they  feem  to  footh. 

And,  redolent  of  joy  and  youth, 

Xo  breathe  a  fecond  fpring.  %o 

Say,  Father  Th  ame s,  for  thou  hafl  feen 

Full  many  a  fp  rightly  race 

Difporting  on  thy  margent  green 

The  paths  of  pleafure  trace. 

Who  foremoft  now  delight  to  cleave  25 

With  pliant  arm  thy  glafly  wave  ? 

The  captive  linnet  which  enthrall  ? 

What  idle  progeny  fucceed 

To  chace  the  rolling  circle's  fpeed. 

Or  urge  the  flying  ball  ?  <0 

While  fome  on  earned  bufmefs  bent 
Their  murmuring  labours  ply 
'Gainft  graver  hours,  that  bring  conftraint 
To  fweeten  liberty  : 

Some  bold  adventurers  difdain  55 

The  limits  of  their  little  reign. 
And  unknown  regions  dare  defcry  t 
Still  as  they  run  they  look  behind, 
.        E  + 
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They  hear  a  voice  in  every  wind. 

And  fnatch  a  fearful  joy.  i|X|l 

pay  hope  is  theirs  by  fancy  fed, 

Lefs  pleafmg  when  poffeft  ; 

The  tear  forgot  as  fcon  as  Ihed, 

The  funlhine  of  the  bread  : 

Theirs  buxom  health  of  rpfy  hue  ;  ^c 

Wild  wit,  invention  ever-new. 

And  lively  chear  of  vigour  born  ; 

The  thoughtlefs  day,  the  eafy  night. 

The  fpirits  pure,  the  flumbers  light. 

That  fly  th*  approach  of  morn.  50 

Alas,  regardlefs  of  their  doom. 

The  little  viftims  play  ! 

1^0  fenfe  have  they  of  ills  to  comCj, 

Nor  care  beyond  to-day  : 

Yet  fee  how  all  around  'em  wait  ^j 

The  Minifters  of  human  fate. 

And  black  Misfortune's  baleful  train  ! 

Ah,  fhew  them  where  in  ambufh  ftand 

To  feize  their  prey  the  murth'rous  band  I 

Ah,  tell  them,  they  are  men  !  6q 

Thefe  Ihall  the  fury  Paflions  tear. 
The  vultures  of  the  mind, 
Difdainful  Anger,  pallid  Fear, 
And  Shame  that  fculks  behind ; 
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Or  pineing  Love  (hall  wafte  their  youth,  65 

Or  Jealoufy  with  rankling  tooth. 

That  inly  gnaws  the  fecret  heart. 

And  Envy  wan,  and  faded  Care, 

jGrim-vifagM  comfortlefs  Defpair, 

And  Sorrow's  piercing  dart,  7Q 

Ambition  this  (hall  tempt  to  rife. 

Then  whirl  the  wretch  from  high. 

To  bitter  Scorn  a  facrifice. 

And  grinning  Infamy ; 

The  flings  of  Falfhood  thofe  fhall  try,  7J 

And  hard  Unkindnefs*  altered  eye. 

That  mocks  the  tear  it  forcM  to  flow ; 

And  keen  Remorfe,  with  blood  defil'd. 

And  moody  Madnefs  laughing  wild 

Amid  fevered  woe.  ^q 

JuO,  in  the  vale  of  years  beneath 

/V  griesly  troop  are  feen. 

The  painful  family  of  Death, 

More  hideous  than  their  Queen  : 

Tiiis  racks  the  joints,  this  fires  the  veins,  85 

That  every  labouring  fmew  flrains, 

Thofe  in  the  deeper  vitals  rage ; 

JjO,  Poverty,  to  fill  the  band. 

That  numbs  the  foul  with  icy  hand. 

And  flow-confuming  Age.  m| 
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To  each  his  fufF*rings  :  all  are  men. 

Condemn 'd  alike  to  groan  ; 

The  tender  for  another's  pain, 

Th'  unfeeling  for  his  own. 

Yet  ah  !  why  fhould  they  know  their  fate  ?       95 

$ince  forrow  never  comes  too  late. 

And  happinefs  too  fwiftly  flies. 

Thought  would  deftroy  their  paradife. 

No  more ;  where  ignorance  is  blifs, 

'Tis  folly  to  be  wife.  100 
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THE 

BAR  D. 

A    PINDARIC    ODE.^f 
BY    THE    SAME. 

I.     I. 

XVuiN  feize  thee,  ruthlefs  King ! 
*  Confuiion  on  thy  banners  wait, 

•  This  Ode  is  founded  on  a  tradition  current  in  WaleSt 
that  Edward  the  ift,  when  he  compleated  the  conqueft  of 
tHat  country,  ordered  all  the  Bards,  that  fell  into  his  hands^ 
to  be  put  to  death. 
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.'  Tho'  fannM  by  Conqueft*s  crimfon  wing, 

*  They  mock  the  air  with  idle  ftate. 

'  ^elm,  nor  ^  Hauberk's  twifted  mail,  j 

*  Nor  e'en  thy  virtues.  Tyrant,  (hall  avail 

'  To  fave  thy  fecret  foul  from  nightly  fears, 

*  From  Cambria's  curfe,  from  Cambria's  tears  !' 
Such  were  the  founds,  that  o'er  the  crelled  pride 
Of  the  firft  Edward  fcatter'd  wild  difmay,  lo 
As  down  the  fteep  of  ^  Snowdon's  ftiaggy  fide 

He  wound  with  toilfome  march  his  long  array. 
Stout  *•  Glo'fter  flood  aghafl  in  fpeechlefs  trance : 
To  arms !  cried  ^  Mortimer,  and  coqch'd  his  qui* 
v'ring  lance. 

*»  The  Hauberk  was  a  texture  of  ftecl  ringleti,  or  rings 
interwoven,  forming  a  coat  of  mail,  that  fat  clofe  to  tht 
body,  and  adapted  itfelf  to  every  motion. 

c  Snotudon  was  a  name  given  by  the  Saxons  to  that 
mountainous  traft  which  the  Welch  themfelvcs  call  Craigian- 
eryri :  it  included  all  the  highlands  of  Caernarvonfhire  and 
Merionethftjire  as  far  eaft  as  the  river  Conway.  R.  Hygdcn, 
fpeaking  of  the  caftlc  of  Conway,  built  by  king  Edward  the 
fird,  fays,  "  Ad  ortum  amnis  Conway  ad  clivum  inontis 
Erery ;"  and  Matthew  of  Wcftminfler,  (ad  ann.  i  S83,)  "  Apud 
Abcrconway  ad  pedes  montis  Snowdonise  fecit  erigi  caftrum 
forte." 

«*  Gilbert  dc  Clare,  furnamcd  the  Red,  earl  of  Gloucefter 
and  Hertford,  fon  in  law  to  king  Edwarc). 

"  Edmond  de  Mortimer,  lord  of  Wigmore. 

They  both  were  Lords-Marchers,  whofe  lands  lay  on  the 
borders  of  Wales,  and  probably  accompanied  the  kin^  ia 
this  expedition* 


GRAY. 


I.     2. 


On  a  rock,  whofe  haughty  brow  j^ 

Frowns  o*er  old  Conway's  foaming  flood, 
Bobed  in  the  fable  garbj  of  woe. 
With  haggard  eyes  the  Poet  flood  ; 
(Loofe  his  beard,  and  hoary  hair 
(Stream'd,  like  a  meteor,  to  the  troubled  air)    2Q 
And  with  a  Mailer's  hand,  and  Prpphet's  fire. 
Struck  the  deep  forrows  of  his  lyre. 

*  Hark,  how  each  giant-oak,  and  defert  cave, 

*  Sighs  to  the  torrent's  aweful  voice  beneath  ! 

•  O'er  thee,  oh  King !    their  hundred  arms  they 

wave,  25 

•  Revenge  on  thee  in  hoarfer  murmurs  breathe  ; 
,  Vocal  no  more,  fmce  Cambria's  fatal  day, 

•  To  high-born  Hoel's  harp,  or  foft  Llewellyn's  lay. 

1. 3. 

*  Cold  is  Cadwallo's  tongue, 

*  That  hufti'd  the  llormy  main  :  50 

*  Brave  Urien  fleeps  upon  his  craggy  bed  : 
?  Mountains,  ye  mourn  in  vain 

*  Modred,  whofe  magic  fong 

•  Made  hugh  Plinlimmon  bow  his  cloud-top'd  head, 

♦  ^  On  dreary  Arvon's  Ihore  they  lie,  3  c 

♦  Smear'd  with  gore,  and  ghaftly  pale  : 

'  The  Hkores  of  Cacrnarvonfhire  oppofite  ip  the  ifie  oi 
iinglefcy. 
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*  Far,  far  ^loof  th*  afFrighted  ravens  fail ; 

*  The  famidi'd  «  Eagle  fcreams,  and  paffes  by. 

*  Dear  loft  companions  of  my  tuneful  art, 

*  Dear,  as  the  light  that  vifits  theie  fad  eyei,    40 

*  Dear,  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my  heart, 

*  Ye  died  amidft  your  dying  country's  cries — 

*  No  more  I  weep.     They  do  not  fleep. 

*  On  yonder  cliffs,  a  griesly  band. 

'  I  fee  them  fit,  they  linger  yet,  45 

i  Avengers  of  their  native  land : 

'  With  me  in  dreadful  harmony  •*  they  join,  [line  ! 

*  And  ^  weave  with  bloody  hands  the  tiffuc  of  thy 

t  <  Camden,*  and  otheri  obfcrve,  that  eagles  ufed  anriuaHf 
to  build  their  aerie  among  the  rocks  of  Snuwdon,  whicb 
from  thence  (as  fomc  think.)  were  named  by  the  WclISa 
Craigian  erjri,  or  the  crags  of  the  eagUs.  At  this  day  {I 
am  told)  the  highefl  point  of  Snowdon  is  called  tie  ■e^^'^x 
nefi.  That  bird  is -certainly  no  (Irangcr  to  this  iAand,  as  tlic 
^cots,  and  the  people  of  Cumberland,  Wedmorcland,  C3fr« 
can  leftify  :  it  even  has  built  its  neft  in  the  Peak  of  Derby- 
Ibire.     [See  WiliougUby's  Ornithol.  publiilaed  by  Itay.]    . 

*>  Seethe  Norwegian  Ode,  that  follows.  The  fubJ^S  %f 
ibis  ode  ought  not,  perhaf>s,  to  have  btenfolloiued  in  The  BmyI. 
The  Gothic  manners  had  little ^  if  any  thing,  in  common  xtSith 
ibcfe  of  the  Celts,  ivho  do  not  appear  to  hai>e  been  even  j»c- 
fudinted  ivitb  the  Runi<  mythology.  Brjides,  in  the  time  ^ 
Ediv.  I.  it  is  'well  knoiot,  that  thefe  f^elfh  or  Britifh  pottt 
mufi,  like  the  rrfi  if  ibx  ir  nation,  have  profcffed  Cbrifiianity^ 
^viih  which  the  i/scantutions  hei  e  defcrited  fetm 
incom^palibU, 
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II.    I. 

*'  Weave  the  warp,  and  weave  the  woof, 

**  The  winding-ftieet  of  Edward's  race.  50 

"  Give  ample  room,  and  verge  enough 

**  The  charafters  of  hell  to  trace. 

•'  Mark  the  year,  and  mark  the  night, 

*'  *  When  Severn  (hall  re-echo  with  affright 

"  The  fhrieks  of  death,  through  Berkley's  roofs 

that  ring;  55" 

"  Shrieks  of  an  agonizing  King  ! 
"  ^She-Wolf  of  France,"  with  unrelenting  fangs, 
"  That  tear'ft  the  bowels  of  thy  mangled  Mate, 
''  ^  From  thee  be  born,  who  o'er  thy  country  hangs 
"  The  fcourge  of  Heav'n.     What  Terrors  round 

him  wait !  60 

*'  Amazement  in  his  van,  with  Flight  combin'd  ; 
"  And  Sorrow's  faded  form,  and  Solitude  behind. 

II.  2. 

"  Mighty  Vi^lor,  mighty  Lord, 

«  n»  Low  on  his  funeral  couch  he  lies ! 

1  Edward  the  fecond,  cruelly  butchered  in  Berkleycaftie. 

k  Ifabel  of  France,  Edward  the  fecond's  adulterous  queen. 

1  Triumphs  of  Edward  the  third  in  France. 

«  Death  of  that  king,  abandoned  by  his  children,  and" 
«ven  robbed  in  his  lafi  moments  by  his  courtier*  and  hil* 
xnidrefs. 
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**  No  pitying  heart,  no  eye,  afford  65 

•*  A  tear  to  grace  his  obfequies. 

"  Is  the  fable  "  Warrior  fled  ? 

**  Thy  fon  is  gone.     He  refts  among  the  Dead. 

*'  The  Swarm,  that  in  thy  ftoon-tide  beam  were 

born  ? 
*'  Gone  to  falute  the  riling  Morn.  70 

**  Fair  "laughs  the  Morn,  atid  foftthe  Zephyr  blows, 
*'  While  proudly  riding  o*er  the  azure  realm 
**  In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  Veflel  goes  ; 
«<-  Youth  on  the  prow,  and  Pleafure  at  the  helm ; 
•*  Regardlefs  of  the  fweeping  Whirlwind's  fvvay,  75 
"  That,  hufh'd  in  grim  repofe,  expeds  his  eveo- 

ing-prey. 

ir.  3. 

«*  P  Fill  high  the  (parkling  bowl, 

•*  The  rich  repaft  prepare  : 

"  Reft  of  a  crown,  he  yet  may  fhare  the  feafl : 

•'  Clofe  by  the  regal  chair  So 

a  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  dead  fome  time  before  lii« 
father. 

•  Magnificence  of  Richard  the  fccond's  reign.  Sec  Froif. 
fatd,  and  other  contertiporary  writers. 

P  Richard  the  fecond  (a»  we  are  told  by  archbilTiop  Scroop 
and  the  confederate  lords  in  their  manifcflo,  by  Thontasof 
Wallingham,  and  all  the  older  writers)  was  ftarvcd  to  death. 
The  Itory  of  his  affanination  by  fw  Picis  ©f  Exioc,  is  of 

Miuch  la;cr  dale. 


to  6  R  A  r  .' 

«  Fell  Thirfl  and  Famine  fcowl 
"  A  baleful  fmile  upon  their  baffled  Guef!. 
**  Heard  ye  the  din  of  *i  battle  bray, 
«*  Lance  to  lance,  and  horfe  to  horfe  ! 
'^  Long    Yeairs   of   havcck   ui-ge   their  deflin'd 
courfe,  85* 

<«  And  thro*  the  kindred  fquadrons  mow  their  way. 
«*  Ye  Towers  of  Julius',  London's  lafting  (hame/ 
^'  With  many  a  foul  and  midnight  murder  fed, 
«  Revere  his  *Confort's  faith,  his  Father's  ^fame,' 
"  And  fpare  the  meek  "Ufurper's  holy  head.    9» 
"  Above,  below,  the  *  rofe  of  fnow, 
•*  Twin'd  with  her  blufhing  foe  we  fpread  : 
"  The  briftled  x  Boar  in  infant-gore 
"  Wallows  beneath  the  thorny  Ihade. 

4  Ruinous  civil  wars  of  York  and  Lancafler. 

r  Henry  the  fixlh,  George  duke  of  Clarence,  Edwartl 
the  fifth,  Richard  duke  of  York,  &^.  believed  to  be  mur- 
dered fecretly  in  the  Tovver  of  London.  The  oldeft  pari  of 
that  ftrufturc  is  vulgarly  attributed  to  Julius  Cajfar. 

»  Margaret  of  Anjou,  a  woman  of  heroic  fpirit,  wbfl^ 
xruggled  hard  to  fave  her  hufBand  and  her  crown. 

t  Henry  the  fifth. 

•  Henry  the  fixth  very  near  being  canonized.  The  line 
(if  Lancaftcr  had  no  right  of  inheritance  to  the  crown. 

w  The  white  and  red  rofes,  devices  of  York  and  Laneafter. 

«  The  filvcr  Boar  was  the  badge  of  Richard  tne  third  ; 
whence  he  was  ttfually  known  in  his  own  time  by  the  liame 
mi  tbi  Boar, 
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*•  Now,  Brothers,  bending  o'er  th'accurfed  loom,  95 
•*  Stamp  we  our  vengeance  deep,  and  ratify  his 
"  doom. 

III.  !. 
"  Edward,  loi  to  fudden  fttd 
"   (Weave  we  the  woof.     The  thread  is  fpun.) 
"  ^Half  of  thy  heart  we  confecrate. 
"   (The  web  is  wove.     The  work  is  done.)"   100 

*  Stay,  oh  (lay !  nor  thus  forlorn 

*  Leave  me  unblefsM,  unpitied,  here  to  mourn : 

*  In  yon  bright  track,  that  fires  the  weftem  (kies, 

*  They  melt,  they  vanifti  from  my  eyes. 

*  But  oh!  what  folemn  fcenes  on  Snowdon*3  height 

*  Dcfcending  flow  their  glittering  fkirts  unroll  ? 

*  Vilions  of  glory,  fpare  my  aching  iight, 

*  Ye  unborn  Ages,  crowd  not  on  my  foul ! 

'  No  more  our  long-loft  *  Arthur  we  bewail, 

*  All-hail,  ye  genuine  *  Kings;   Britannia's  Iffue, 

hail! 

7  Eleanor  of  Caftilc  died  a  few  years  after  Ihe  conqucft 
of  Wales.  The  heroic  proof  (he  gave  of  her  affcflion  for 
her  lord  is  well  known.  The  monuments  of  his  regrctj 
and  forrow  for  the  lofs  of  her,  are  ftill  to  be  fcen  at  Nor- 
thampton, Grddington,  Waltham,  and  other  places. 

»  It  was  the  common  belief  of  the  Welch  nation^  that 
king  Arthur  was  ftill  alive  in  Fairy-land,  and  fhould  retura 
agdin  to  reign  over  Britain. 

a  Both  Merlin  and  Talicflin  had  prDpheded,  that  the 
Welch  fhould  regain  their  fovcrcignty  over  this  ifland  ;  which 
fppmed  to  be  accomplilhed  in  the  houfe  of  Tudor, 

Vol.  ir.  F 
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III.    2. 

'  Girt  with  many  a  Baron  bold 

*  Sublime  their  Harry  fronts  they  rear; 

'  And  gorgeous  Dames,  and  Statefmen  old 

'  In  bearded  majefty,  appear. 

'  In  the  midft  a  Form  divine !  '  1 1^' 

*  Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  Briton-line  ; 

*  Her  lyon  port'',  her  awe-commanding  face, 

*  Attemper'd  fweet  to  virgin-grace. 

'  What  firings  fymphonious  tremble  in  the  air  ! 

*  What  ftrains  of  vocal  tranfport  round  her  play!  120 
'  Hear  from  the  grave,  great  Talieflin  ^,  hear ; 

'  They  breathe  a  foul  to  animate  thy  clay. 

*  Bright  Rapture  calls,  and  foaring,  as  ftie  {ings, 

*  Waves  in  the  eye  of  Heav'n  her  many  coloured 

*  wings. 

HI.  3. 

<  The  verfe  adorn  again  I25 

'  Fierce  War,  and  faithful  Love, 

^  Speed,  relating  an  audience  given  by  qacett  Elizabeth 
to  Paul  Dzialinflci,  ambaffador  of  Poland,  fays,  «  And  thus 
(he,  lion-like  rifing,  daunted  the  malapert  orator  no  Icfs 
with  her  {lately  port  and  majeftical  dcporture,  than  with 
the  tartncffc  of  her  princelie  checkes'. 

c  Talieflin,  chii  f  of  the  Bards,  flourilhcd  in  the  Vlth  cen- 
tury.  His  works  are  dill  prefervcd,  and  his  memory  held 
in  high  veneration  among  his  countrymen. 


GRAY.  83 

And  Truth  fevere,  by  fairy  Fiftion  drcft. 

In  '^  bufkm*d  meafures  move 

Pale  Grief,  and  pleafmg  Pain, 

With  Horror,  Tyrant  of  the  throbbing  breaft.  130 

A  «  Voice,  as  of  the  Cherub-Choir, 

Gales  from  blooming  Eden  bear ; 

^  And  diftant  warblings  lefTen  on  my  ear. 

That  loft  in  long  futurity  expire.       [cloud,  135 

Fond  impious  Man,  think*ft  thou,  yon  fanguine 

Rais*d  by  thy  breath,  has  quench'dthe  Orb  of  day? 

To-morrow  he  repairs  the  golden  flood. 

And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray. 

Enough  for  me :  With  joy  I  fee 

The  different  doom  our  Fates  alfign.  140 

Be  thine  Defpair,  and  fcept*red  Care, 

To  triumph,  and  to  die,  are  mine.* 
He  fpoke,  and  headlong  from  the  mountain's  height 
Deep  in  the  roaring  tide  he  plung'd  to  endlefs  night. 

d  Shakefpcare. 

e  Milton. 

f  The  fucceflion  of  poets  after  Milton's  lime. 
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THE 

FATAL  SISTERS. 

AN  ODE. 
FROM  THE  KORSE  TONGUE,* 

BY  THE  SAME. 

Wow  the  Storm  begins  to  lower, 
(Haftc,  the  loom  of  Hell  prepare,) 
Iron-fleet  of  arrowy  ftiower 
Hurtles  in  the  darkened  air. 

•  Tobcfottfld  in  thcORC^DESof  Thormodus  Toit- 
tMVSi  HATNt^t  1697,  folio:  and  alfota  BARr»QLiN<j%i 

VITT  EB.  ORPIT  TVRIR  VALFALLI,  &C 

, .  .  For  the  hettcr  tmdcrftanding  <  this  -ode,*  tlie  rcadct  is 
to  be  informed  that  in  the  eleventh  century,  Slgurdy  carl 
of  the  Orkney-i Hands,  went -with  a  fleet  of  fhips  and  a  con- 
Iidcrabtc  body  of  troops  into  Ireland,  to  the  afliftancc  of 
S13rygxoUh  the  Jiiken  Beard,  who  was  then  making  wzr 
tin  his  father-in-law  Brian,  king  of  Dublin:  the  earl  and 
«U  his  forces  were  cut  to  pieces ;  and  Siftry •  was  in  danger 
of  a  total  defeat ;  but  the  enemy  had  a  greater  lofs,  by  th« 
iSeaCh  of  Brian,  their  king,  who  fell  in  the  a^ion.  On 
Chriftxnas-day,  (the  day  of  the  battle,j  a  native  of  Caithne&, 
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Glitt*ring  lances  are  the  loom,  5 

Where  the  dufky  warp  we  ilrain. 
Weaving  many  a  Soldier's  doom* 
Orkney's  woe,  and  Randver's  bane. 

See  the  griefly  texture  grow, 

(*Tis  of  human  entrails  made,)  lO 

And  the  weights,  that  play  below,. 

Each  a  gafping  Warrior's  head. 

Shafts  for  fhuttles,  dipt  in  gore. 

Shoot  the  trembling  cords  along. 

Sword,  that  once  a  Monarch  bore,  15 

Keep  the  tilTje  clofe  and  ftrong. 

in  Scotland,  faw  at  a  diflance,  a  number  of  peifons  on  horfe. 
back,  riding  full  fpced  towards  a  hill,  and  fecming  to  enter 
iiHo  it.  Curiofity  led  him  to  follow  them,  till,  looking 
ihiough  an  opening  in  tne  rocks,  he  faw  twelve  gigamic 
figures,  rtfcmbling  women  :  they  were  all  cnQplo)Lcd  about 
a  loom  ;  and  as  they  wove,  they  fung  the  following  dreadful 
fong ;  which,  >^hen  they  had  finifhed,  they  tore  the  web  toto 
twelve  pieces,  and  (each  taking  her  portion]  galloped  fix  to 
ll>e  north,  and  as  many  to  the  fouth.  Thcfc  were  ihc  jfu/^ty- 
riur,  female  divinities,  fervants  of  QJjn  (or  JVoden)  in  the 
Gothic  mythology-  li\)c\x  niW£  ii^vk\f\cs  Cbufer*of  i^Hjhim. 
They  were  mounted  on  fwift  horfes,  with  drawn  fwords  in 
their  hands ;  and  in  the  throng  o(  battle  feleded  fuch  as 
•were  dellined  to  (laughter,  and  condudUd  them  to  *  Valhalla* 
the  hall  of  Odin,  or  paradife  of  the  brave;  -where  they 
attended  the  banquet,  and  ferved  the  departed  hcioes  vith 
hoins  of  mead  and  ale. 

F  3 
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Mifta  black,  terrific  Maid, 

Sangrida,  and  Hilda  fee. 

Join  the  wayward  work  to  aid : 

'Tis  the  woof  of  viftory.  20 

Ere  the  ruddy  fun  be  fet. 
Pikes  muft  Ihiver,  javelins  fmg, 
Blade  with  clattering  buckler  meet. 
Hauberk  cralh,  and  helmet  ring. 

(Weave  the  crimfon  web  of  war)  25 

Let  us  go,  and  let  us  fly. 

Where  our  Friends  the  conflifl  fhare. 

Where  they  triumph,  where  they  die. 

As  the  paths  of  fate  we  tread 

Wading  thro'  th'  enfanguin'd  field  :  30 

Gondula,  and  Geira,  fpread 

O'er  the  youthful  King  your  fliield. 

We  the  reigns  to  flaughter  give. 

Ours  to  kill,  and  ours  to  fpare : 

Spite  of  danger  he  fhall  live.  35 

(Weave  the  crimfon  web  of  war.) 

They,  whom  once  the  defert-beach 

Pent  within  its  bleak  domain. 

Soon  their  ample  fvvay  fhall  ftrctch 

O'er  the  plenty  of  the  plain.  40 

F4 


G  R  A  V .  87 

Low  the  dauntlefs  Earl  is  laid, 

Gor*d  with  many  a  gaping  wound : 

Fate  demands  a  nobler  head;  ^^ 

Soon  a  King  fliall  bite  the  ground. 

Long  his  lofs  fhall  Eirin  weep, 

Ne*er  again  his  likenefs  fee ; 

Long  her  ftrains  in  forrow  lleep. 

Strains  of  Immortality !  50 

Horror  covers  all  the  heath> 
Clouds  of  carnage  blot  the  fun. 
Sifters,  weave  the  web  of  death ; 
Sifters,  ceafe  ;  the  work  is  done. 

Hail  the  tafk,  and  hail  the  hands !  55 

Songs  of  joy  and  triumph  fmg! 
Joy  to  the  victorious  bands ; 
Triumph  to  the  younger  King. 

Mortal,  thou  that  hear'ft  the  tale. 

Learn  the  tenour  of  ourfong.  60 

Scotland,  thro*  each  winding  vale 

Far  and  wide  the  notes  prolong. 

Sifters,  hence  with  fpurs  of  fpeed: 

Each  her  thundering  faulchion  wield; 

Each  beftride  her  fable  fteed..  ^5 

Hurry,  hurry  to  the  field.. 
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ELEGY 

WRITTEN     IN     A 

COUNTRY  CHURCH-YARD* 

BY  THE  SAME. 

1  HE  Curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day. 
The  lowing  herd  wind  flowly  o'er  the  lea^ 
The  plowman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way. 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darknefs  and  to  me. 
Now  fades  the  glimmering  landfcape  on  the  fight,  5 
And  all  the  air  a  folemn  ftillnefs  holds. 
Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  droning  flight. 
And  drowfy  tinklings  lull  the  dillant  folds  ; 
Save  that  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tower. 
The  mopeing  owl  does  to  the  moon  complain    10 
Of  fuch  as,  wand'ring  near  her  fecret  bovver, 
Moleft  her  ancient  folltary  reign. 
Beneath  thofe  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  fliade. 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mouldering  heap. 
Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  Lid,  15 

The  rude  Forefathers  of  the  hamlet  fleep. 
The  breezy  call  of  incenfe-breathing  Mp^rn, 
The  fwallow  twitt'ring  from  the  ftraw-built  Ihed, 
The  cock's  fhrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn. 
No  more  Ihall  roufe  them  from  their  lowly  bed.  20 
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For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  fhall  burn. 
Or  bufy  houfewife  ply  her  evening  care: 
No  children  run  to  lifp  their  fire's  return. 
Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kifs  to  fhare. 
Oft  did  the  harveft  to  their  fickle  yield,  25 

Their  furrow  oft  the  ftubborn  glebe  has  broke ; 
How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield ! 
How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  llurdy  flroke  ! 
Let  not  Ambition  mock  their  ufeful  toil. 
Their  homely  joys,  and  deftiny  obfcure ;  30 

Nor  Grandeur  hear  with  a  difdainful  fmile 
The  fhort  and  fimple  annals  of  the  poor. 
The  boalt  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  pow'r. 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e*er  gave. 
Await  alike  th'  inevitable  hour.  35 

The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 
Nor  you,  ye  Proud,  impute  to  Thefe  the  fault. 
If  Memory  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raife. 
Where  through  the  long-drawn  *  aifle'  and  fretted 

vault 
The  pealing  anthem  fwelh  the  note  of  praife.     4^ 
Can  ftoried  urn  or  animated  buft 
Back  to  its  manfion  call  the  fleeting  breath? 
Can  Honour's  voice  provoke  the  filent  duft. 
Or  Flatt'ry  footli  the  dull  cold  ear  of  Death? 
Perhaps  in  this  negleded  fpot  is  laid  45 

Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celeftial  fire  ; 
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Hands,  tliat  the  rod  of  empire  might  have  fway'd. 

Or  wak'd  to  extafy  the  living  lyre. 

But  Knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page 

Rich  with  the  fpoils  of  time  did  ne'er  unroll;     50 

Chill  Penury  reprefs'd  their  noble  rage. 

And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  foul. 

Full  many  a  gem  of  pureft  ray  ierene. 

The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear  : 

Full  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blulh  unfeen,         55 

And  vvafle  its  fweetnefs  on  the  defert  air. 

Some  village-Hampden,  that  with  dauntlefs  breall 

The  little  Tyrant  of  his  fields  withllood  ; 

Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  reft. 

Some  Cromwell  guiltlefs  of  his  country's  blood.  60 

Th'  apphufe  of  liftening  fenates  to  command. 

The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  defpife. 

To  fcatter  plenty  o'er  a  fmiling  land. 

And  read  their  hift'ry  in  a  nation's  eyes. 

Their  lot  forbad  :  nor  circumfcrib'd  a.lone  65 

Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confin'd  ; 

Forbad  to  wade  through  flaughter  to  a  throne. 

And  fhut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind, 

The  ftruggling  pangs  of  confcious  truth  to  hide. 

To  quench  the  blufhes  of  ingenuous  (hame,        70 

Or  heap  the  fhrine  of  Luxury  and  Pride 

With  incenfe  kindled  at  the  Mufe's  flame. 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  ftrife. 

Their  fober  wifties  never  learn'd  to  ftray  ; 
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Along  the  cool  fcqucfter'd  vale  of  life  75 

They  kept  the  noifelcfs  tenor  of  their  way. 

Yet  ev*n  thefe  bones  from  infult  to  proteft 

Some  frail  memorial  ftill  erefled  nigh. 

With  uncouth  rhimes  and  (hapelefs  fculpture  deckM, 

Implores  the  pafling  tribute  of  a  figh.  80 

Their  name,  their  years,  fpek  by  th'  unletterM  mufe. 

The  place  of  fame  and  elegy  fupply  ; 

And  many  a  holy  text  around  ftie  ftrews. 

That  teach  the  rudic  moralift  to  die. 

For  who,  to  dumb  Forgetfulnefs  a  prey.  85 

This  pleafing  anxious  being  e'er  refign'd. 

Left  the  warm  precinfts  of  the  chearful  day. 

Nor  caft  one  longing  ling*ring  look  behind  ? 

On  fome  fond  breaft  the  parting  foul  relies. 

Some  pious  drops  the  clofmg  eye  requires  ;         90 

Ev'n  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  Nature  cries, 

Ev*n  in  our  Aflies  live  their  wonted  Fires. 

For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  th'  unhonour'd  Dead, 

Doll  in  thefc  lines  their  artlefs  tale  relate ; 

If  chance,  by  lonely  Contemplation  led,  95 

Some  kindred  Spirit  (hall  inquire  thy  fate. 

Haply  fome  hoary-headed  Swain  may  fay, 

•  Oft  have  we  feen  him  at  the  peep  of  dawn 

*  Bruihing  with  hafty  fteps  the  dews  away 

'  To  meet  the  fun  upon  the  upland  lawn.         100 

*  There,  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech, 

•  That  wreathes  its  old  fantaftic  roots  fo  high. 
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His  liftlefs  length  at  noontide  would  he  flretdiy 
And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  babbles  by. 
Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  fmiling  as  in  fcorn,  105 
Matt 'ring  his  wayward  fancies  he  would  rove> 
Now  drooping,  woeful  wan,  like  one  forlorn. 
Or  craz'd  with  care,  or  crofs'd  in  hopelefs  love. 
One  morn  I  mifs'd  him  on  the  cullom'd  hill. 
Along  the  heath,  and  near  his  fav'rite  tree ;     no 
Another  came  j  nor  yet  befide  the  rill. 
Nor  op  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he  ; 
The  next  with  dirges  due  in  fad  array         [  1 1^ 
Slow  thro'  the  church-way  path  we  faw  him  born. 
Approach  and  read  (for  thou  can'ft  ready  the  lay, 
Grav'd  on  the  llone>  beneath  yon  aged  thorn.'  *" 

The  epitaph. 

He  R  E  refls  hrs  head  upon  the  lap  of  Earth 
A  Youth  to  Fortune  and  to  Fame  unknown  :■ 

*  Between  thrs  line  and  the  Epitaph,  Mr.  Cray  originaU* 
infcrted  a  very  beautiful  ftanza,  which  was  printed  in  fome 
•$  the  firft  editions,  but  afterwards  omitted'^  bccanfc  he 
thought  (and  in  my  own  opinion  very  juUly)  thai  it  wua  too 
long  a  paientbefi5  in  ihis  place.  The  lines  however,  aic, 
i»  ihemfelves,  cxquilitely  fine,  and  dcniand  pr«fcrvauan. 

There  fcaiter'd  oft,  the  carllefl  of  the  year, 
By  hands  unfcen  are  fhow'is  of  violets  found; 
The  rcdbreaft  loves  to  build  and  waibie  there. 
And  little  fooilleps  lightly  print  the  ground. 
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Pair  Science  frown*d  not  on  his  humble  birth. 
And  Melancholy  mark'd  him  for  her  own.        i  rij 

Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  foul  fincerc, 
Hcav'n  did  a  recompence  as  largely  fend : 
He  gave  to  Misery  all  he  had,  a  tear, 
Hegain'dfromHeav*n  ('twajsall  hewiili'd)  ifiicmL 
No  farther  feek  his  merits  to  difclofe,  1 1^ 

Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode, 
{There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repofe,) 
The  bofom  of  his  Father  and  his  God- 


THE 

BLACK  BIRD. 
A  makarony  fable. 

BY    JOHN     HALL     STEPHENSON,    E  8  Q^  * 

1  N  concert  with  the  curfew  bell. 

An  Owl  was  chaunting  Vefpers  in  his  cell ; 

Upon  the  outfide  of  the  wall, 

A  Black  Bird,  famous  in  that  age. 

From  a  bow  window  in  the  hall,  5 

Hung  dangling  in  a  wicker  cage ; 

Inflead  of  pfalmody  and  pray'rs. 

Like  thofe  good  children  of  St.  Francis, 

He  fecularized  all  his  airs. 

And  took  delight  in  Wanton  Fancies.  10 

Whilft  the  bell  toU'd,  and  the  Owl  chaunted. 

Every  thing  was  calm  and  ftill ; 

All  nature  feem'd  rapp'd  and  enchanted. 

Except  the  querelous,  unthankfuU  rill ; 

Unawed  by  this  impoling  fcene,  15 

Our  Black  Bird  the  enchantment  broke ; 

Flourifli'd  a  fprightly  air  between. 

And  whillled  the  Black  Joke. 

*  B»rn  1718;  dyed  1 7B5. 
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This  lively  unexpefted  motion 

Set  nature  in  a  gayer  light ;  lO 

Quite  over-turn'd  the  Monks  devotion, 

And.fcattcr'd  all  the  gloom  of  night. 
I  have  been  taught  in  early  youth, 
By  an  expert  Metaphyfician, 
That  ridicule's  the  teft  of  truth,  f  5 

And  only  match  for  fuperlHiion. 
Impofing  rogues,  with  looks  demure. 
At  Rome  keep  all  the  world  in  awe  ; 
Wit  is  profane,  learning  impure. 
And  reafoning  again  ft  the  Law.  jo 

Between  two  tapers  and  a  book. 
Upon  a  drefler  clean  and  neat. 
Behold  a  facerdotal  Cook, 
Cooking  a  difh  of  heavenly  meat ! 
How  fine  he  curtfics  !  Make  your  bow  ;  35 

Thump  your  breaft  foundly,  beat  your  poll ; 
Lo  !  he  has  tofs'd  up  a  Ragout, 
To  fill  the  belly  of  your  foul. 
Even  here  there  are  fome  holy  men. 
Would  fain  lead  people  by  the  nofe  ;  40 

Did  not  a  Black  Bird,  now  and  then. 

Benevolently  interpofe. 
My  good  Lord  Biaiop,  Mr.  Dean, 
You  Ihall  get  nothing  by  your  fpite  ; 
Triftram  (hall  whiftle  at  your  fpleen,  45 

And  put  Hypocrify  to  flight. 
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Grazie  a gf  ingann'i  tuoi, 

Alfin  refpiro^  O  Nice ; 
Aljin^  uno  infedele 

Ebber  gll  del  pietai  Metaftafio. 

TO    MISS    

BY    TtlE     SAME. 

1  HANKS  to  your  wiles,  deceitful  fairy 

The  gods,  fo  long  in  vain  implor'd. 
At  laft  have  heard  a  wretch's  prayer  ; 
At  laft  I  find  myfelf  reftor'd. 

From  thy  bewitching  fnares  and  thee  :  ^ 

I  feel  for  once  this  is  no  dream  -, 
I  feel  my  captive  foul  is  free  ; 

And  I  am  truly  what  I  feem. 

I  cannot  now,  as  heretofore. 

Put  on  indifference  or  difdain,  lo 

To  fmother  flames,  that  burn  no  more. 

To  hide  a  paiHon  void  of  pain. 

Without  a  blufli  your  name  I  hear. 

No  tranfient  glow  my  bofom  heats  ; 
And,  when  I  meet  your  €yt,  my  dear,  1 5 

My  fluttering  heart  no  longer  beats. 
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I  dream,  but  I  no  longer  find 

Your  form  ftill  prefent  to  my  view ; 

I  wake,  but  now  my  vacant  mind 

No  longer  waking  dreams  of  you.  ao 

Abfent,  for  you,  no  more  I  pine. 

But  wander  carelefs  day  or  night ; 
Prefent,  no  word,  no  look,  no  fign. 

Argues  difturbance  or  delight. 

I  hear  your  praife,  no  tender  flame  25 

Now  thrills  refponfive  through  my  veins ; 

No  indignation,  only  (hame. 

For  all  my  former  wrongs  remains, 

I  meet  you  now  without  alarms. 

Nor  longer  fearful  to  difpleafe,  30 

I  talk  with  eafe  about  your  charms, 

E*en  with  my  rival  talk  with  eafe. 

Whether  in  angry  mood  you  rife. 

Or  fweetly  fit  with  placid  guile. 
Vain  is  the  lightning  of  your  eyes,  35 

And  vainer  ftill  your  gilded  fmile. 

Loves,  in  your  fmiles,  no  longer  play  ; 

Your  lips,  your  tongue,  have  loft  their  art ; 
Thofe  eyes  have  now  forgot  the  way 

That  led  diredly  to  my  heart.  40 

Vol.  ir.  G 
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Whether  with  grief  the  mind's  difeafed. 

Or  the  unburthen'd  fpirits  glad  ; 
No  thanks  to  you,  when  I  am  pleafed. 

You  have  no  blame,  when  I  am  fad. 

Hills,  woods,  and  lawns,  and  bleating  flocks,      45 

Without  you,  captivate  me  flill. 
But  dreary  moors  and  naked  rocks. 

The'  with  you,  make  my  blood  run  chill. 

Hear  me  ;  and  judge  if  I*m  fincere  ; 

That  you  are  beauteous  ftill  I  fwear ;  50 

But  oh  !  no  longer  you  appear 

The  faireft,  and  the  only  fair. 

Hear  me ;  but  let  not  truth  offend, 
.   In  that  fine  form,  in  many  places, 
I  now  fpy  faults,  my  lovely  friend,  55 

Which  I  miflook  before  for  graces. 

And  yet,  tho'  free,  I  thought  at  firft. 
With  fhame  my  weaknefs  I  confefs. 

My  agonizing  heart  would  burft. 

The  agonies  of  death  are  lefs.  60 

Who  would  not,  when  his  foul's  opprefs'd. 

Gladly  poiTefs  himfelf  again  ? 
To  pluck  a  ferpent  from  his  breaft. 

Who  would  not  bear  the  fharpeft  pain  ? 
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The  little  fongfter  thus  you  fee  65 

Caught  in  the  cruel  fchool  boy's  toils. 

Struggling  for  life,  at  laft,  like  me, 
Efcapes,  and  leaves  his  feathered  fpoils. 

His  plumage  foon  refumes  its  glofs. 

His  little  heart  foon  waxes  gay ;  70 

Nor  falls,  grown  cautious  from  his  lofs. 

To  artifice  again  i  prey. 

Perhaps  you  think  I  only  feign, 

I  do  but  drive  againft  the  ftream ; 
Elfe  why  for  ever  in  this  ftrain  ?  75 

Why  talk  upon  no  other  theme  ? 

It  is  not  love,  it  is  not  pique. 

That  gives  my  whole  difcourfe  this  call ; 
'Tis  nature,  that  delights  to  fpeak 

Eternally  of  dangers  paft.  80 

Carouiing  o'er  the  midnight  bowl 

The  foldier  never  ceafing  prates. 
Shews  every  fear  to  every  foul. 

And  every  hair-breadth  'fcape  relates. 

Thus  the  poor  galley  flave,  releafed  85 

From  pains  as  great  and  bonds  as  flrong. 

On  his  paft  fufFerings  feems  to  feaft. 
And  hug  the  chain  he  dragg'd  fo  long. 
G  2 
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To  talk  is  all  that  I  defire; 

When  once  I  let  my  larum  go,  90 

I  never  ftop,  nor  once  enquire 

Whether  you're  «  entertain'd*  or  no. 

Which  of  us  has  moft  caufe  to  grieve  ? 

Which  fituation  would  you  choofe  ? 
I,  a  capricious  tyrant  leave,  95 

And  you,  a  faithful  lover  lofe. 

I  can  find  maids  in  every  rout. 

With  fmiles  as  falfe,  and  forms  as  fine ; 

But  you  mull  fearch  the  world  throughout. 

To  find  a  heart  as  true  as  mine.  loo 
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ORIENTAli   ECLOGUES. 

BY    WILLIAM    COLLINS.* 

HASSAN;    OR    THE    CAMEL-DRIVER. 

SCENE,    THE     DESERT. 

TIME,    MID-DAY. 

1  N  filent  horror  o'er  the  boundlefs  wafte 
The  driver  HafTan  with  his  camels  paft  : 
One  cruife  of  water  on  his  back  he  bore. 
And  his  light  fcrip  contain'd  a  fcanty  ftore  ; 
A  fan  of  painted  feathers  in  his  hand,  5 

To  guard  his  (haded  face  from  fcorching  fand. 
The  fultry  fan  had  gain*d  the  middle  flcy. 
And  not  a  tree,  and  not  an  herb  was  nigh  ; 
The  beads,  with  pain,  their  dufty  way  purfue. 
Shrill  roar'd  the  winds,  and  dreary  was  the  view !  10 
With  defperate  forrow  wild,  th'  affrighted  man 
Thrice  figh'd,  thrice  ftruck  his  bread,  and  thus  began : 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
**  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  I " 

Ah  !  little  thought  J  of  the  blading  wind,      15 
The  third,  or  pinching  hunger  that  I  find  ! 
Bethink  thee,  HafTan,  where  ihall  Third  afTwagCi 
When  fails  this  cruife,  his  unrelenting  rage  ? 
•  Born  1720;  dyed  1746. 
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Soon  {hall  this  fcrip  its  precious  load  refign ; 
Then  what  but  tears  and  hunger  fliall  be  thine  ?  20 

Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  (hare  ! 
Here,  where  no  fprings  in  murmurs  break  away. 
Or  mofs-crown'd  fountains  mitigate  the  day. 
In  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know,      25 
Which  plains  more  bleft,  or  verdant  vales  bellow : 
Here  rocks  alone,  and  taftelefs  fands  are  found, 
And  faint  and  fickly  winds  for  ever  howl  around. 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When  firft  from  Schiraz*  walls  I  bent  my  way." 

Curft  be  the  gold  and  iilver  which  perfuade 
Weak  men  to  follow  far  fatiguing  trade  ! 
The  lilly  peace  outlhines  the  filver  ftore. 
And  life  is  dearer  than  the  golden  ore  : 
Yet  money  tempts  us  o'er  the  defert  brown,      35 
To  every  diftant  mart  and  wealthy  town. 
Full  oft  we  tempt  the  land,  and  oft  the  fea  : 
And  are  we  only  yet  repay'd  by  thee  ? 
Ah  !  why  was  ruin  fo  attraftive  made. 
Or  why  fond  man  fo  eafily  betray'd  ?  40 

Why  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  hafte  along. 
The  gentle  voice  of  peace,  or  pleafure's  fong  ? 
Or  wherefore  think  the  flowery  mountain's  fide. 
The  fountain's  murmurs,  and  the  valley's  pride. 
Why  think  we  thefe  lefs  pleafmg  to  behold,       45 
Than  dreary  deferts,  if  they  lead  to  gold  ? 
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•*  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
**  When  firft  from  Schiraz'wallsl  bentmy  way  I" 

O  ceafe,  my  fears  '.—all  frantic  as  I  go. 
When  thought  creates  unnumber'd  fcenes  of  woe,  50 
What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet ! — 
Oft  in  the  dull  I  view  his  printed  feet : 
And  fearful !  oft,  when  Day's  declining  light 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  Night, 
By  hunger  rous'd,  he  fcours  the  groaning  plain,  55 
Gaunt  wolves  and  fullen  tygers  in  his  train  : 
Before  them  Death  with  fhrieks  diredls  their  way. 
Fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey. 
**  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When  ftrft  from  Schiraz*  walls  I  bent  my  way  I" 

At  that  dead  hour  the  filent  afp  (hall  creep. 
If  aught  of  reft  I  find,  upon  my  fleep  : 
Or  fome  fwoln  ferpent  twift  his  fcales  around. 
And  wake  to  anguifh  with  a  burning  wound. 
Thrice  happy  they,  the  wife  contented  poor,      65 
From  luft  of  wealth,  and  dread  of  death  fecure ! 
They  tempt  no  deferts,  and  no  griefs  they  find; 
Peace  rules  the  day,  where  reafon  rules  the  mind. 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
**  When  firft  from  Schiraz*  walls  I  bent  my  way  1 " 

O,  haplefs  youth  !  for  ftie  thy  love  hath  won, 
The  tender  Zara  will  be  moft  undone  I 

G4 
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Big  fwell'd  my  heart,  and  own*d  the  powerful  maid. 
When  faft  fhe  dropt  her  tears,  as  thus  fhe  faid : 
*'  Farewell  the  youth  whom  %hs  could  not  detain, 
•*  Whom  Zara's  breaking  heart  implor'd  in  vain ! 
"  Yet  as  thou  go'ft,  may  every  blaft  arife 
*'  Weak  and  unfelt  as  thefe  rejed^ed  fighs  ! 
"  Safe  o'er  the  wild,  no  perils  may'ft  thou  fee, 
"  No  griefs  endure,  nor  weep,  falfe  youth,  like  me." 
O,  let  me  fafely  to  the  fair  return. 
Say  with  a  kifs,  Ihe  muft  not,  Ihall  not  mourn ; 
O  !  let  me  teach  my  heart  to  lofe  its  fears, 
Recaird  by  Wifdom's  voice,  and  Zara's  tears. 

He  faid,  and  call'd  on  heaven  to  blefs  the  day,  85 
When  back  to  Schiraz*  walls  he  bent  his  way. 


AGIB  AND    SECANDEk;    OR,  THE  FUGITIVES. 

SCENE,    A     MOUNTAIN     IN    CIRCASSIA. 

TIME,  MIDNIGHT. 

1 N  fair  Circaffia,  where,  to  love  inclined. 
Each  fwain  was  bleft,  for  every  maid  was  kind; 
At  that  Hill  hour,  when  awful  midnight  reigns. 
And  none,  but  wretches,  haunt  the  twilight  plains ; 
What  time  the  moon  had  hung  her  lamp  on  high,  5 
And  pall  in  radiance  thro'  the  cloudlefs  fky ; 
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Sad  o'er  the  dews,  two  brother  fhepherds  fled. 
Where  wildcring  fear  and  defperate  forrow  led ; 
Faft  as  they  preft  their  flight,  behind  them  lay 
Wide  ravag'd  plains,  and  vallics  Hole  away.       10 
Along  the  mountain's  bending  fides  they  ran, 
'Till,  faint  and  weak,  Secander  thus  began: 

SECANDER. 

O  flay  thee,  Agib,  for  my  feet  deny. 
No  longer  friendly  to  my  life,  to  fly. 
Friend  of  my  heart,  O  turn  thee  and  furvey,     1 5 
Trace  our  fad  flight  thro*  all  its  length  of  way  ! 
And  firfl  review  that  long-extended  plain. 
And  yon  wide  groves,  already  pafl  with  pain  ! 
Yon  ragged  cliff,  whofe  dangerous  path  we  tried ! 
And  lafl  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  fide  !  20 

AGIB. 

Weak  as  thou  art,  yet  haplefs  muft  thou  know 
The  toils  of  flight,  or  fome  feverer  woe  ! 
Still  as  I  hafte,  the  Tartar  fnouts  behind. 
And  fhrieks  and  forrows  load  the  faddening  wind : 
In  rage  of  heart,  with  ruin  in  his  hand,  25 

He  blalls  our  harvefts,  and  deforms  our  land. 
Yon  citron  grove,  whence  firfl  in  fear  we  came. 
Droops  its  fair  honours  to  the  conquering  flame : 
Far  fly  the  fwains,  like  us,  in  deep  defpair. 
And  leave  to  rufHan  lands  their  fleecy  care.         30 
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SECANDER. 

Unhappy  land,  whofe  bleflings  tempt  the  fword. 
In  vain,  unheard,  thou  calFA  thy  Perfian  lord ! 
In  vain  thou  court*ft  him,  helplefs,  to  thine  aid. 
To  ftiield  the  fhepherd,  and  proteft  the  maid ! 
Far  off,  in  thoughtlefs  indolence  refign'd,  3  5 

Soft  dreams  of  love  and  pleafure  footh  his  mind : 
*Midft  fair  fultanas  loft  in  idle  joy. 
No  wars  alarm  him,  and  no  fears  annoy. 

AGIB, 

Yet  thefe  green  hills,  in  fummer's  fultry  heat. 
Have  lent  the  monarch  oft  a  cool  retreat.  40 

Sweet  to  the  fight  is  Zabran's  flowery  plain. 
And  once  by  maids  and  Ihepherds  lov'd  in  vain ! 
No  more  the  virgins  fhall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis'  banks,  or  Irwan's  Ihady  grove  ; 
On  Tarkie's  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gale,  45 
Or  breathe  the  fweets  of  Aly's  flowery  vale : 
Fair  fcenes  I  but,  ah  !  no  more  with  peace  pofleft. 
With  eafe  alluring,  and  with  plenty  bleft. 
No  more  the  Ihepherd's  whitening  tents  appear. 
Nor  the  kinds  products  of  a  bounteous  year  ;     50 
No  more  the  date,  with  fnowy  bloflbms  crown'd  ! 
But  Ruin  fpreads  her  baleful  fires  around. 

SECANDER. 

In  vain  Circaffia  boafts  her  fpicy  groves. 
For  ever  fam'd  for  pure  and  happy  loves : 
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In  vain  (he  boafts  her  faireft  of  the  fair,  55 

Their  eyes  blue  languifh,  and  their  golden  hair  I 
Thofe  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitlefs  grief  muft  fend  ; 
Thofe  hairs  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  Ihall  rend. 

AGIB. 

Ye  Georgian  fwains,  that  piteous  learn  from  far 
Circaflia*s  ruin,  and  the  wafle  of  war  ;  60 

Some  weightier  arms  than  crooks  and  ftafFs  prepare. 
To  Ihield  your  harvefts,  and  defend  your  fair : 
The  Turk  and  Tartar  like  defigns  purfue, 
Fix*d  to  deftroy,  and  fledfaft  to  undo. 
Wild  as  his  land,  in  native  deferts  bred,  61 

By  lull  incited,  or  by  malice  led. 
The  villain  Arab,  as  he  prowls  for  prey. 
Oft  marks  with  blood  and  wafting  flames  the  way; 
Yet  none  fo  cruel  as  the  Tartar  foe. 
To  death  inur*d,  and  nurft  in  fcenes  of  woe.        70 

He  faid ;  when  loud  along  the  vale  was  heard 
A  (hriller  Ihriek,  and  nearer  fires  appeared  : 
Th*  affrighted  fhepherds,  thro'  the  dews  of  night. 
Wide  o'er  the  moon-light  hills  renew'd  their  flight. 

y.  56.  cyc'i. 
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ODE 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    MR.    THOMSON. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

THTE  SCENE  OF  THE  FOLLOWING  STANZAS 
IS  SUPPOSED  TO  LIE  ON  THE  THAMES, 
NEAR  RICHMOND. 

I. 

In  yonder  grave  a  Druid  lies 

Where  flowly  winds  the  fbealing  wave  I 

The  year's  beft  fweets  fhall  duteous  rife. 
To  deck  its  Poet's  fylvan  grave ! 

II. 

In  yon  deep  bed  of  whifp'ring  reeds,  5 

His  airy  harp  *  fhall  now  be  laid. 
That  he,  whofe  heart  in  forrow  bleeds. 

May  love  thro'  life  the  foothing  fliade. 

III. 

Then  maids  and  youths  Ihall  linger  here. 

And  while  its  founds  at  diflance  fwell,  10 

Shall  fadly  feem  in  Pity's  ear 
To  hear  the  Woodland  Pilgrim's  knell. 

•  The  harp  of  MolvSj  of  which  fee  a  dcfcription  in  the 
Castle  of  Imdolencx. 
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IV. 

Remembrance  oft  (hall  haunt  the  (hore 

When  Thames  in  fummer  wreaths  is  dreft. 

And  oft  fufpend  the  daihing  oar,  15 

To  bid  his  gentle  fpirit  reft*! 

V. 

And  oft  as  Eafe  and  Health  retire 

To  breezy  lawn,  or  foreft  deep. 
The  friend  (hall  view  yon  whitening  *  fpire. 

And  'mid  the  varied  landfcape  weep.  29 

VI. 

But  Thou,  who  own'fl  that  earthly  bed. 

Ah !  what  will  every  dirge  avail  ? 
Or  tears,  which  Love  and  Pity  fhed 

That  mourn  beneath  the  gliding  fail  ♦ 

VII. 

Yet  lives  there  one,  whofe  heedlefs  eye  20 

Shall  fcorn  thy  pale  fhrine,  glimmering  near  f 

With  him,  fweet  bard,  may  Fancy  die. 
And  Joy  defert  the  blooming  year. 

VIII. 

But  thou,  lorn  flream,  whofe  fullen  tide 

No  fedge-crown'd  Sillers  now  attend,  30 

♦  Richmond  church  [wine  Mr.  Tiom/bnfs  buried]. 
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Now  waft  me  from  the  green  hill's  fide 
Whofe  cold  turf  hides  the  buried  friend ! 

IX. 

And  fee,  the  fairy  valleys  fade. 

Dun  Night  has  veil'd  the  folemn  view  ! 

Yet  once  again,  dear  parted  fhade,  35 

Meek  Nature's  Child,  again  adieu  ! 

X. 

•  The  genial  meads  affign'd  to  blefs 
Thy  life,  (hall  mourn  thy  early  doom ;. 

Their  hinds,  and  Ihepherd-girls  fhall  drefs 

With  fimple  hands  thy  rural  tomb.  40 

XI. 

Long,  long,  thy  flone,  and  pointed  clay 
Shall  melt  the  mufmg  Briton's  eyes, 

O  !  vales,  and  wild  woods,  fhall  He  fay. 
In  yonder  grave  Your  Druid  lies  1 

♦  Mr.  Thorn fon  refided  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Kich« 
mood  fometime  before  his  death. 


ODES. 

BY    MARK     AKENSIDE,    M.  D.  • 

ON  THE  WINTER  SOLSTICE. 

M.D.CC.XL. 

I. 

1  H  E  radiant  ruler  of  the  year 
At  length  his  wintry  goal  attains ; 
Soon  to  reverfe  the  long  career. 
And  northward  bend  his  fteady  reins. 
Now,  piercing  half  Potofi's  height,  5 

Prone  ru(h  the  fiery  floods  of  light 
Ripening  the  mountain's  filver  (lores : 
While,  in  fome  cavern's  horrid  fhade. 
The  panting  Indian  hides  his  head. 
And  oft  the  approach  of  eve  implores.  10 

II. 

But  lo,  on  this  deferted  coaft 

How  pale  the  fun  !  how  thick  the  air ! 

Muftering  his  ftorms,  a  fordid  hoft, 

Lo,  Winter  defolates  the  year. 

The  fields  refign  their  lateft  bloom  ;  15 

No  more  the  breezes  waft  perfume, 

•  BotM  1721 ;  dj€d  1770. 
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No  more  the  flreams  in  mufic  roll : 
But  fnows  fall  dark,  or  rains  refound  ; 
And,  while  great  Nature  mourns  around. 
Her  griefs  infed  the  human' foul. 

III. 
Hence  the  loud  city's  bufy  throngs 
Urge  the  warm  bowl  and  fplendid  fire : 
Harmonious  dances,  feflive  fongs 
Againft  the  fpiteful  heaven  confpire. 
Meantime  perhaps  with  tender  fears  25 

Some  village-dame  the  curfew  hears. 
While  round  the  hearth  her  children  play : 
At  morn  their  father  went  abroad  ; 
The  moon  is  funk  and  deep  the  road ; 
She  fighs,  and  wonders  at  his  flay.  ^o 

IV. 

But  thou,  my  lyre,  awake,  ariie. 

And  hail  the  fun*s  returning  force : 

Even  now  he  climbs  the  northern  fkies. 

And  health  and  hope  attend  his  courfe. 

Then  louder  howl  the  aerial  wafte,  25 

Be  earth  with  keener  cold  imbrac*d. 

Yet  gentle  hours  advance  their  wing  ; 

And  fancy,  mocking  winter's  night. 

With  flowers  and  dews  and  ftreaming  light. 

Already  decks  the  newborn  fpring.  ^o 
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O  fountain  of  the  golden  day. 

Could  mortal  vows  promote  thy  fpeed> 

How  foon  before  thy  vernal  ray 

Should  each  unkindly  damp  recede  I 

How  foon  each  hovering  tempeft  fly,  45 

Whofe  ftores  for  mifchief  arm  the  fky. 

Prompt  on  our  heads  to  burft  amain* 

To  rend  the  foreft  from  the  fteep. 

Or,  thundering  o'er  the  Baltic  deep. 

To  whelm  the  merchant's  hopes  of  gain  I  50 

VI. 

But  let  not  man*s  unequal  views 

Prefume  o'er  Nature  and  her  laws : 

'Tis  his  with  grateful  joy  to  ufe 

The  indulgence  of  the  fovran  caufe  ; 

Secure  that  health  and  beauty  fprings  55 

Through  this  majeftic  frame  of  thingSf 

Beyond  what  he  can  reach  to  know ; 

And  that  heaven's  all-fubduing  will. 

With  good  the  progeny  of  ill, 

Attempereth  every  Hate  below.  60 

VII. 

How  pleafing  wears  the  winter  nigh% 
Spent  with  the  old  illuflrious  dead ! 
Vol.  II.  H 
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While,  by  the  taper's  trembling  light, 

I  feem  thofe  awful  fcenes  to  tread 

Where  chiefs  or  legiflators  lie,  65 

Whofe  triumphs  move  before  my  eye 

In  arms  and  antique  pomp  array'd ; 

While  now  i  tafte  the  Ionian  fong. 

Now  bend  to  Plato's  godlike  tongue 

Refounding  through  the  olive  Ihade.  70 

VIII. 
But  fhould  fome  chearful,  equal  friend 
Bid  leave  the  lludious  page  awhite. 
Let  mirth  on  wifdom  then  attend. 
And  focial  eafe  on  learned  toil. 
Then  while,  at  love's  uncareful  Ihrine,  75 

Each  didlates  to  the  god  of  wine 
Her  name  whom  all  his  hopes  obey. 
What  flattering  dreams  each  bofom  warm. 
While  abfence,  heightening  every  charm. 
Invokes  the  flow-^fcirning  May  !  go 

IX. 

May,  thou  delight  of  heaven  and  earth. 

When  will  thy  genial  ftar  arife  ? 

The  aufpicious  morn,  which  gives  thee  birth. 

Shall  bring  Eudora  to  my  eyes. 

Within  her  fylvan  haunt  behold,  8^ 

As  in  the  happy  garden  old. 
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She  moves  like  that  primeval  fair  : 

Thither,  ye  filver-founding  lyres. 

Ye  tender  fmiles,  ye  chafte  deiires^ 

Fond  hope  and  mutual  faith,  repair.  90 


X. 


And  if  believing  Love  can  read 

His  better  omens  in  her  eye. 

Then  fliall  my  fears,  o  charming  maid. 

And  every  pain  of  abfence  die : 

Then  fhall  my  jocund  harp,  attun*d  95 

To  thy  true  ear,  with  fweeter  found 

Purfue  the  free  Horatian  fong : 

Old  Tyne  (hall  liflen  to  my  tale. 

And  echo,  down  the  bordering  vale. 

The  liquid  melody  prolong.  1 00 
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TO  THE  EVENING  STAR. 

I. 

JL  o-NiGHT  retir'd  the  queen  of  heaven 

With  young  Endymion  flays : 
And  now  to  Hefper  is  it  given 
H  2 
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Awhile  to  rule  the  vacant  fky. 
Till  Ihe  (hall  to  her  lamp  fupply  5 

A  ilream  of  brighter  rays. 

II. 

O  Hcfper,  while  the  ftarry  throng 

With  awe  thy  path  furrounds, 
Oh  lillen  to  my  fuppliant  fong. 
If  haply  now  the  vocal  fphere  10 

Can  fufFer  thy  delighted  ear 

To  floop  to  mortal  founds. 

III. 

So  may  the  bridegroom's  genial  drain 

Thee  ftill  invoke  to  Ihine : 
So  may  the  bride's  unmarried  train  15 

To  Hymen  chaunt  their  flattering  vow. 
Still  that  his  lucky  torch  may  glow 

With  luftre  pure  as  thine. 

IV. 

Far  other  vows  muft  i  prefer 

To  thy  indulgent  power.  20 

Alafs,  but  now  i  paid  my  tear 
On  fair  Olympia's  virgin  tomb : 
And  lo,  from  thence,  in  quell  i  roam 

Of  Philomela's  bower. 
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V. 
Propitious  fend  thy  golden  ray,  25 

Thou  pureft  light  above  : 
Let  no  falfe  flame  feduce  to  ftray 
Where  gulph  or  fteep  lie  hid  for  harm : 
But  lead  where  mufic's  healing  charm 

May  footh  aiflided  love.  30 

VI. 

To  them,  by  many  a  grateful  fong 

In  happier  feafons  vowM, 
Thefe  lawns.  Olympiads  haunt,  belong : 
Oft  by  yon  filver  ftream  we  walk'd. 
Or  fix*d,  while  Philomela  talk'd,  35 

Beneath  yon  copfes  flood. 

VII. 

Nor  feldom,  where  the  *  beechen*  boughs 

That  rooflefs  tower  invade. 
We  came  while  her  inchanting  Mufe 
The  radiant  moon  above  us  held :  j^Q 

Till  by  a  clamorous  owl  compell'd 

She  fled  the  folemn  ftiade. 

VIII. 

But  hark ;  i  hear  her  liquid  tone. 

Now,  Hefper,  guide  my  feet 
Down  the  red  marie  with  mofs  overgrown, 
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Through  yon  wild  thicket  next  the  plain, 
Whofe  hawthorns  choke  the  winding  lane 
Which  leads  to  her  retreat. 


IX. 

See  the  green  fpace  :  on  either  hand 

Inlarg'd  it  (preads  around :  50 

See,  in  the  midft  Ihe  takes  her  (land. 
Where  one  old  oak  his  awful  fhade 
Extends  o'er  half  the  level  mead 

Inclos*d  in  woods  profound. 


Hark,  how  through  many  a  melting  note  55 

She  now  prolongs  her  lays : 
How  fweetly  down  the  void  they  float ! 
The  breeze  their  magic  path  attends : 
The  ftars  Ihine  out :  the  foreft  bends : 

The  wakeful  heifers  gaze. 

XI. 

Whoe'er  thou  art  whom  chance  may  bring 

To  this  fequeller'd  fpot. 
If  then  the  plaintive  Syren  fmg, 
Oh  foftly  tread  beneath  her  bower. 
And  think  of  heaven's  difpofing  power. 

Of  man's  uncertain  lot. 
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XII. 

Oh  think,  o'er  all  this  mortal  ftagc. 

What  mournful  fcenes  arife  : 
What  ruin  waits  on  kingly  rage : 
How  often  virtue  dwells  with  woe  :  70 

How  many  griefs  from  knowledge  flow : 

How  fwiftly  pleafure  flies. 

XIII. 

O  facred  bird,  let  me  at  eve. 

Thus  wandering  all  alone. 
Thy  tender  counfel  oft  receive,  75 

Bear  witnefs  to  thy  penfive  airs. 
And  pity  nature's  common  cares 

Till  i  forget  my  own. 


INSCRIPTIONS. 

BY  THE    SAME. 

W  H0E*ER  thou  art  whofe  path  in  fummer  lies 
Through  yonder  village,  turn  thee  where  the  grove 
Of  branching  oaks  a  rural  palace  old 
Imbofoms.    there  dwells  Albert,  generous  lord 
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Of  all  the  hai-vell  round,     and  onward  thence     5^ 
A  low  plain  chapel  fronts  the  morning  light 
Fall  by  a  filent  riv*let.     Humbly  walk, 
O,  ftranger,  o'er  the  confecrated  ground ; 
And  on  that  verdant  hilloc,  which  thou  fee 'ft 
Befet  with  ofiers,  let  thy  pious  hand  i» 

Sprinkle  frefh  water  from  the  brook  and  llrew 
S  weet-fmelling  flowers,  for  there  doth  Edmund  reft. 
The  learned  ihepherd;  for  each  rural  art 
Fam'd,  and  for  fongs  harmonious,  and  the  woes 
Of  ill-requited  love.     The  faithlefs  pride  15 

Of  fair  Matilda  fank  him  to  the  grave 
In  manhood's  prime.    But  foon  did  righteous  heaven 
With  tears,  with  ftiarp  remorfe,  and  pining  care. 
Avenge  her  falOiood.     nor  could  all  the  gold 
And  nuptial  pomp,  which  lur'd  her  plighted  faith  20 
From  Edmund  to  a  loftier  hufliand's  home. 
Relieve  her  breaking  heart,  or  turn  afide 
The  ftrokes  of  death.     Go,  traveller;  relate 
The  mournful  ftory.     haply  fome  fair  maid 
May  hold  it  in  remembrance,  and  be  taught      25 
That  riches  cannot  pay  for  truth  or  love. 


Me  tho'  in  life's  fequefter'd  vale 
The  Almighty  fire  ordain'd  to  dwell. 
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Remote  from  glory's  toilfome  ways. 
And  the  great  fccnes  of  public  praife ; 
Yet  let  me  ftill  with  grateful  pride  i^ 

Remember  how  my  infant  frame 
He  tempered  with  prophetic  flame. 
And  early  mufic  to  my  tongue  fupply'd. 

'Twas  then  my  future  fate  he  weigh'd. 
And,  This  be  thy  concern,  he  faid,  lo 

At  once  with  PaiTion's  keen  alarms. 
And  Beauty's  pleafurable  charms. 
And  facred  Truth's  eternal  light. 
To  move  the  various  mind  of  Man ; 
Till  under  one  unblemilh'd  plan,  i^ 

Jiis  Reafon,  Fancy,  and  his  Heart  unit& 


ODE 

ON  THE  FIFTH  OF  DECEMBER,  BEING  THE 
BIRTH-DAY  OF  A  BEAUTIFUL  YOUNG 
LADY. 

BY    CHRISTOPHER    SMART.* 


Jrl  A 1 L,  eldeft  of  the  monthly  train. 

Sire  of  the  winter  drear, 
December,  in  whofe  iron  reign 

Expires  the  chequer'd  Year. 
Hulh  all  the  bluil'ring  blafts  that  blow,  5 

And  proudly  plum'd  in  filver  fnow. 

Smile  gladly  on  this  bleft  of  Days. 
The  livery'd  clouds  Ihall  on  thee  wait. 
And  Phoebus  fhine  in  all  his  ftate 

With  more  than  fummer  rays.  10 

II. 

Tho'  jocund  June  may  juftly  boafi: 

Long  days  and  happy  hours, 
Tho'  Auguft  be  Pomona's  hoft. 

And  May  be  crown'd  with  flow'rs ; 

*  Boraiyzz;  dyed  1770. 
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Tell  June,  his  fire  and  crimfon  dies. 
By  Harriot's  blufti,  and  Harriot's  eyes, 

Eclips'd  and  vanquifli'd,  fade  away  : 
Tell  Auguft,  thou  canft  let  him  fee 
A  richer,  riper  fruit  than  he, 

A  fvveeter  flow'r  than  Mav. 
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AN  EPISTLE 

F  It  O  M      THE      KING      OF      PRUSSIA 
TO     MONSIEUR    VOLTAIRE,    17S7» 

TRANSLATED     FROM     THE     FRENCH. 

BY    JOHN     GILBERT     COOPER,    E  S  Q^.* 

Voltaire,  believe  me,  were  I  now 

In  private  life's  calm  ftation  plac'd. 

Let  heav*n  for  nature's  wants  allow. 

With  cold  indift''rence  would  I  view 

Departing  Fortune's  winged  hafte,  5 

And  laugh  at  her  caprice  like  you. 

Th'  infipid  farce  of  tedious  ftate. 

Imperial  duty's  real  weight. 

The  faithlefs  courtier's  fupple  bow. 

The  fickle  multitude's  carefs,  i© 

And  the  great  Vulgar's  Littlenefs, 

By  long  experience  well  I  know  : 

And,  tho'  a  Prince  and  Poet  born. 

Vain  blandifliments  of  glory  fcorn. 

For  when  the  ruthlefs  Ihears  of  Fate  15 

Have  cut  my  life's  precarious  thread. 

And  rank'd  me  with  th'  unconfcious  dead. 

What  wil't  avail  that  I  ivas  great, 

*  Born  x'jZ'z;  djed  I'jS^t 
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Or  that  th*  uncertain  tongue  of  Fame 

In  Mem'rys  temple  chaunts  my  name  ?  20 

One  blifsful  moment  whilft  We  live 

Weighs  more  than  ages  of  renown  ; 

What  then  do  Potentates  receive 

Of  good,  peculiarly  their  ov/n  ? 

Sweet  Eafe  and  anafFefted  Joy,  25 

Domeilic  Peace,  and  fportive  Plcafure, 

The  regal  throne  and  palace  fly. 

And,  born  for  liberty,  prefer 

Soft  filent  fcenes  of  lovely  leifure. 

To,  what  we  Monarchs  buy  fo  dear,  3« 

The  thorny  pomp  of  fcepter'd  care. 

My  pain  or  blifs  fhall  ne*er  depend 

On  fickle  Fortune's  cafual  flight. 

For,  whether  flie's  my  foe  or  friend. 

In  calm  repofc  I'll  pafs  the  night ;  j  j 

And  ne'er  by  watcliful  homage  own 

I  court  her  fmile,  or  fear  her  frown. 

But  from  our  ftations  we  derive 

Unerring  precepts  how  to  live. 

And  certain  deeds  each  rank  calls  forth,  ^q 

By  which  is  meafur'd  human  worth. 

Voltaire,  within  his  private  cell. 

In  realms  where  ancient  honefty 

Is  patrimonial  property. 

And  facred  Freedom  loves  to  dwell. 

May  give  up  all  his  peaceful  mind, 

Quided  by  Plato's  deathlefs  page. 
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In  filent  folitude  rcfign'd 

To  the  mild  virtues  of  a  Sage  ; 

But  I,  *gainft  whom  wild  whirlwinds  wage         5« 

Fierce  war  with  wreck-denouncing  wing, 

Muft  be,  to  face  the  tempefl's  rage. 

In  thought,  in  life,  in  death,  a  King. 


A  FATHER'S  ADVICE  TO  HIS  SON; 

AN     ELEGY. 

XN      IMITATION      OF      THE      OLD      S.O  N  G      TO 
WINIFREDA. 

WRITTEN    IN    THE     YEAR    I/SS- 

BY    THE     SAME. 


a/pice  *vuhus 


Ecce  ntcoi :  utinamque  oculos  in  peBore  poJpfS 
Inferere^  et  patrias  intus  depcndere  curas* 

OVID.    METAM. 

i-/  E  E  p  in  a  grove  by  cyprefs  fhaded. 
Where  mid-day  fun  had  feldom  Ihone, 

Or  noife  the  folemn  fcene  invaded. 
Save  fome  afflided  mufe*s  moan. 


COOPER,  127 

A  fwain  tVards  fuU-agM  manhood  wending         5 

Sat  forrowing  at  the  clofe  of  day. 
At  whofe  fond  fide  a  boy  attending 

Lifp*d  half  his  father's  cares  away^ 

The  father's  eyes  no  objeft  wrefted. 

But  on  the  fmiling  prattler  hung,  10 

Till,  what  his  throbbling  heart  fuggefted, 

Thefe  accents  trembled  from  his  tongue. 

"  My  youth's  firft  hopes,  my  manhood's  treafure, 

"  My  prattling  Innocent,  attend, 
"  Nor  fear  rebuke,  or  four  difpleafure,  i  r 

"  A  father's  lovelieft  name  is  friend. 

"  Some  truths,  from  long  experience  flowing, 
"  Worth  more  than  royal  grants  receive, 

**  For  truths  are  wealth  of  heav'n's  beflowino-, 
•*  Which  kings  have  feldom  power  to  give.  20 

♦*  Since  from  an  ancient  race  defcended 

"  You  boaft  an  unattainted  blood, 
•*  By  yours  be  their  fair  fame  attended, 

"  And  claim  by  birth-right  to  be  good. 

"  In  love  for  ev'ry  fellow-creature,  2$ 

"  Superior  rife  above  the  crowd  ; 
"  What  molt  ennobles  human  nature 

"  Was  ne'er  the  portion  of  the  proud. 
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•'  Be  thine  the  gen'rous  heart  that  borrows 

"  From  others'  joys  a  friendly  glow,  30 

**  And  for  each  haplefs  neighbour's  forrows 
"  Throbs  with  a  fympathetic  woe. 

"  This-  is  the  temper  moft  endearing  ; 

**  Tho'  wide  proud  Pomp  her  banners  fpreads, 
«*  An  heav'nlier  pow*r  good-nature  bearing       35 

"  Each  heart  in  willing  thraldom  leads, 

«*  Tafte  not  from  fame's  uncertain  fountain 
"  The  peace-deftroying  ilreams  that  flow, 

«*  Nor  from  ambition's  dang'rous  mountain 

**  Look  down  upon  the  world  below.  40 

"  The  princely  pine  on  hills  exalted, 
"  Whofe  lofty  branches  cleave  the  iky, 

«'  By  winds,  long  brav'd,  at  laft  aifaulted, 
"  I§  headlong  whirl 'd  in  duft  to  lie  ; 

**  Whilft  the  mild  rofe  more  fafely  growing       45 

"  Low  in  its  unafpiring  vale, 
"  Amidft  retirement's  ihelter  blowing, 

"  Exchanges  fweets  with  ev'ry  gale. 

♦*  Wiih  not  for  beauty's  darling  features 

**  Moulded  by  nature's  fondling  pow'r,  5^ 

**  For  faireft  forms  'mong  human  creatures 
^*  Shine  but  the  pageants  of  an  hour. 
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*»  I  favv,  the  pride  of  all  the  meadow, 

"  At  noon,  a  gay  narciflus  blow 
«*  Upon  a  river's  bank,  whofe  ftiadow  55 

•*  Bloom'd  in  the  filvcr  waves  below ; 

•*  By  noon-tide*s  heat  its  youth  was  wafled, 
**  The  waters,  as  they  pafs'd,  complain'd  : 

"  At  eve  its  glories  all  were  blalled, 

•'  And  not  one  former  tint  remain'd.  60 

"  Nor  let  vain  wit's  deceitful  glory 

"  Lead  you  from  wifdom's  path  aftray  ; 

**  What  genius  lives  renown'd  in  ftory 
"  To  happinefs  who  found  the  way  ? 

**  In  yonder  mead  behold  that  vapor  65 

"  Whofe  vivid  beams  illufive  play, 
**  Far  off  it  feems  a  friendly  taper 

"  To  guide  the  traveller  on  his  way ; 

"  But  (hould  fome  haplefs  wretch  purfuing 

"  Tread  where  the  treach'rous  meteors  glow,  70 

"  He'd  find,  too  late  his  rafhncfs  rueing, 
"  That  fatal  quickfands  lurk  below. 

"  In  life  fuch  bubbles  nought  admiring, 

"  Gilt  with  falfe  light  and  fill'd  with  air, 
*'  Do  you,  from  pagean|^rowds  retiring,  75 

.  "  To  peace  in  virtue's  cot  repair; 
Vol.  IL  I 
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«*  There  feek  the  never-wafted  treafure, 
"  Which  mutual  love  and  friendfhip  give, 

"  Domeftic  comfort,  fpotlefs  pleafure, 

"  And  blefs'd  and  blefling  you  will  live.        80 

*'  If  heav'n  with  children  crowns  your  dwelling, 
"  As  mine  its  bounty  does  with  you, 

*'  In  fondnefs  fatherly  excelling 

"  Th*  example  you  have  felt  purfue." 

He  paus*d — for  tenderly  carefling  85 

The  darling  of  his  wounded  heart. 
Looks  had  means  only  of  exprefling 

Thoughts  language  never  could  impart. 

Now  Night  her  mournful  mantle  fpreading. 
Had  rob'd  with  black  th'  horizon  round,        90 

And  dank  dews  from  her  trefles  ftiedding 
With  genial  moifture  bath'd  the  ground ; 

When  back  to  city  follies  flying, 

'Midft  cuftom's  flaves  he  liv'd  refign*d. 

His  face,  array'd  in  fmiles,  denying  95 

The  true  complexion  of  his  mind ; 

For  feriously  around  furveying 

Each  character,  in  youth  and  age. 
Of  fools  betray'd,  and  knaves  betraying. 

That  play*d  upon  this  human  ftage,  100 
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(Pcnceful  himfelf  and  undefigning) 
He  loath'd  the  fcencs  of  guile  and  ftrifc. 

And  felt  each  fecret  wifti  inclining 
To  leave  this  fretful  farce  of  life. 


'3X 


Yet  to  whatever  above  was  fated 

Obediently  he  bow'd  his  foul. 
For  what  all  bounteous  heav'n  created. 

He  thought  heav'n  only  fhould  controul. 
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THE  LAWYER'S  FAREWELL  TO  HIS 
MUSE. 

WRITTEN    IN    THE    YEAR    1744- 

BY    SIR.    WILLIAM    BLACKSTONE,    KT.  * 
OKE  OF  THE  JUDGES  OF   THE   COMMON   PLEAS. 

As,  by  fome  tyrant's  (lern  command, 

A  wretch  forfakes  his  native  land. 

In  foreign  climes  condemn'd  to  roam 

An  endlefs  exile  from  his  home  ; 

Penfive  he  treads  the  deftin'd  way,  5 

And  dreads  to  go,  nor  dares  to  flay  ; 

'Till  on  fome  neighb'ring  mountain's  brow 

He  flops,  and  turns  his  eyes  below ; 

There,  melting  at  the  well-known  view. 

Drops  a  laft  tear,  and  bids  adieu  :  10 

So  I,  thus  doom'd  from  thee  to  part. 

Gay  queen  of  Fancy  and  of  Art, 

Reluftant  move,  with  doubtful  mind. 

Oft  flop,  and  often  look  behind. 

Companion  of  my  tender  age,  15 

Serenely  gay,  and  fweetly  fage. 
How  blithfome  were  we  wont  to  rove 
By  verdant  hill,  or  Ihady  grove, 

*  Born  1723;  dyed  1780. 
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Where  fervent  bees,  with  hamming  voice. 

Around  the  honey'd  oak  rejoice,  20 

And  aged  elms  with  avveful  bend 

In  long  cathedral  walks  extend  I 

Luird  by  the  lapfe  of  gliding  floods, 

Chear'd  by  the  warbling  of  the  woods. 

How  bleft  my  days,  my  thoughts  how  free,        25 

In  fweet  fociety  with  thee  I 

Then  all  was  Joyous,  all  was  young. 

And  years  unheeded  rolPd  along  : 

But  now  the  pleafing  dream  is  o'er, 

Thefe  fcenes  muft  charm  me  now  no  more.         30 

Loft  to  the  field,  and  torn  from  yoa,— 

Farewel ! — a  long,  a  laft  adieu. 

Me  wrangling  courts,  and  ftubbom  Law, 
To  fmoak  and  crowds,  and  cities  draw  ; 
There  felfifh  Faftion  rules  the  day,  35 

And  Pride  and  Av*rice  throng  the  way  : 
Difeafes  taint  the  murky  air. 
And  midnight  conflagrations  glare  ; 
Loofe  Revelry  and  Riot  bold 
In  frighted  ftreets  their  orgies  hold  ;  40 

Or,  when  in  filence  all  is  drown'd. 
Fell  Murder  walks  her  lonely  round  ; 
No  room  for  peace,  no  rooM  for  yoo. 
Adieu,  celellial  Nymph,  adieu  \ 

Shakefpear  no  more,  thy  fylvan  foo,      ^        45 
Nor  all  the  art  of  Addifon, 
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Pope's  heav*n-ftrung  lyre,  nor  Waller's  eafe. 

Nor  Milton's  mighty  felf  mull  pleafe : 

Inftead  of  thefe,  a  formal  band 

In  furs  and  coifs  around  me  {land  ;  50 

With  founds  uncouth  and  accents  dry. 

That  grate  the  foul  of  harmony. 

Each  pedant  fage  unlocks  his  ftore 

Of  myftic,  dark,  difcordant  lore  ; 

And  points  with  tott'ring  hand  the  ways  5  5 

That  lead  me  to  the  thorny  maze  ? 

There,  in  a  winding,  clofe  retreat. 
Is  Juftice  doom'd  to  fix  her  feat. 
There,  fenc'd  by  bulwarks  of  the  Law, 
She  keeps  the  wond'ring  world  in  awe,  60 

And  there,  from  vulgar  fight  retir'd. 
Like  eaftern  queens  is  more  admir'd. 

O  let  me  pierce  the  fecret  Ihade 
Where  dwells  the  venerable  maid  ! 
There  humbly  mark,  with  rev 'rent  awe,  65 

The  guardian  of  Britannia's  Law, 
Unfold  with  joy  her  facred  page, 
(Th'  united  boall  of  many  an  age. 
Where  mix'd,  yet  uniform,  appears 
'J^he  wifdom  of  a  thoufand  years)  70 

In  that  pure  fpring  the  bottom  view. 
Clear,  deep,  and  regularly  true. 
And  other  dodlrines  thence  imbibe 
Than  lurk  within  the  fordid  fcribe ; 
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Obferve  how  parts  with  parts  unite  75 

In  one  harmonious  rule  of  right ; 

See  countlefs  wheels  diftinftly  tend 

By  various  laws  to  one  great  end  ; 

While  mighty  Alfred^s  piercing  foul 

Pervades,  and  regulates  the  whole.  80 

Then  welcome  bufinefs,  welcome  ilrife. 
Welcome  the  cares,  the  thorns  of  life. 
The  vifage  wan,  the  pore-blind  fight. 
The  toil  by  day,  the  lamp  at  night. 
The  tedious  forn^s,  the  folemn  prate,  85 

The  pert  difpute,  the  dull  debate. 
The  drowfy  bench,  the  babling  Hall, 
For  thee,  fair  Jullice,  welcome  all ! 

Thus  though  my  noon  of  life  be  pail. 
Yet  let  my  fetting  fun,  at  laft,  90 

Find  out  the  ftill,  the  rural  cell. 
Where  fage  Retirement  loves  to  dwell ! 
There  let  me  tafte  the  homefelt  blifs 
Of  innocence,  and  inward  peace  ; 
Untainted  by  the  guilty  bribe  ;  oi 

Uncurs*d  amid  the  harpy-tribe  ; 
No  orphan's  cry  to  wound  my  ear ; 
My  honour,  and  my  confcience  clear ; 
Thus  may  I  calmly  meet  my  end. 
Thus  to  the  grave  in  peace  defcend  i  10& 
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^aiii mihi  ncfcio  quam,  propria  cum  Tybride, 
Roman* 

Semper  in  ore  geris  ?    Referunt  fi  vera  parentei, 
Hanc  Urbem  infano  "Nullus  qui  Marte  petivit^ 
lutrtatui  violajfe  redit.     Nee  Numina  Scdem 
Dejiituunt,— Claudia  n, 

V/  N  clofing  flowers  when  genial  gales  difFufe 
The  fragrant  tribute  of  refrefliing  dews ; 
When  chants  the  milk-maid  at  her  balmy  pail. 
And  weary  reapers  whiftle  o'er  the  vale ; 
Charm'd  by  the  murmurs  of  the  quivering  Ihade,  ^ 
0*»r  Is  is'  willow-fringed  banks  I  flray'd  : 
And  calmly  mufmg  through  the  twilight  way, 
|n  penfive  mood  I  fram'd  the  Doric  lay. 
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When  lol  from  opening  clouds  a  golden  gleam 
Pour'd  fudden  fplendors  o*er  the  Ihadowy  ftream  ; 
And  from  the  wave  arofe  its  guardian  queen. 
Known  by  her  fweeping  dole  of  glofly  green; 
While  in  the  coral  crown,  that  bound  her  brow. 
Was  wove  the  Delphic  laurel's  verdant  bough. 

As  the  fmooth  furface  of  the  dimply  flood 
The  filver-flipper'd  virgin  lightly  trod. 
From  her  loofe  hair  the  dropping  dew  (he  prefs*d. 
And  thus  mine  ear  in  accents  mild  addrefs'd. 

No  more,  my  fon,  the  rural  reed  employ. 
Nor  trill  the  tinkling  ftrain  of  empty  joy  ;  20 

No  more  thy  love-refounding  fonnets  fuit 
To  notes  of  paftoral  pipe  or  oaten  flute. 
For  hark  !  high-thron'd  on  yon  majeflic  walls. 
To  the  dear  Mufe  affli£ted  Freedom  calls : 
When  Freedom  calls,  and  Oxford  bids  thee  fing,  25 
Why  Itays  thy  hand  to  ftrike  the  founding  ftring  ? 
While  thus,  in  Freedom's  and  in  Phebus*  fpite. 
The  venal  fons  of  flavilh  Cam  unite  ; 
To  fliake  yon  towers  when  Malice  rears  her  creft. 
Shall  all  my  fons  in  filence  idly  reft  ?  30 

Still  fing,  O  C  A  M ,  your  favorite  Freedom's  caufe ; 
Still  boall  of  Freedom,  while  you  break  her  laws : 
To  power  your  fongs  of  Gratulation  pay. 
To  courts  addrefs  foft  flattery's  fervile  lay, 
^  What'  though  your  gentle  Mason's  plaintive 

verfe 
Has  hung  with  fw^eteft  wreaths  Mufeus'  herfe  ^ 
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What  though  your  vaunted  bard's  ingenuous  woe. 
Soft  as  my  dream,  in  tuneful  numbers  flow  ; 
Yet  ftrove  his  Mufe,  by  fame  or  envy  led. 
To  tear  the  laurels  from  a  Sifter's  head  ?  40 

Mifguided  youth  !  with  rude  unclaflic  rage 
To  blot  the  beauties  of  thy  whiter  page  ; 
A  rage  that  fuUies  e'en  thy  guiklefs  lays. 
And  blalls  the  vernal  bloom  of  half  thy  bays. 

Let***  boaft  the  patrons  of  her  name,         45 
Each  fplendid  fool  of  fortune  and  of  fame  ; 
Still  of  preferment  let  her  lliine  the  queen. 
Prolific  parent  of  each  bowing  dean  : 
Be  her's  each  prelate  of  the  pamper'd  cheek. 
Each  courtly  chaplain,-  fandiiied  and  fleek  :        50 
Still  let  the  drones  of  her  exhauHlefs  hive 
On  rich  pluralities  fupinely  thrive  : 
Still  let  her  fenates  titled  flaves  revere. 
Nor  dare  to  know  the  patriot  from  the  peer ; 
No  longer  charm'd  by  Virtue's  lofty  fong,  55 

Once  heard  fage  Milton's  manly  tones  among. 
Where  Cam,  meandering  thro'  the  matted  reeds. 
With  loitering  wave  his  grove  of  laurel  feeds. 
'Tis  ours,  my  fon,  to  deal  the  facred  bay. 
Where  honour  calls,  and  juftice  points  the  way ;  60 
To  wear  the  well  earn'd  wreath  that  merit  brings. 
And  fnatch  a  gift  beyond  the  reach  of  kings. 
Scorning  and  fcorn'd  by  courts,  yon  Mufe's  bower 
Still  nor  enjoys,  nor  feeks,  the  fmiie  of  power. 
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Though  wakeful  Vengeance  watch  my  chryftal 
fpring,  6^ 

Though  Perfecution  wave  her  iron  wing. 
And,  o'er  yon  fpiry  temples  as  flie  flies, 
**  Thefe  deftin'd  feats  be  mine"  exulting  cries ; 
Fortune's  fair  frailes  on  Ifis'  ftill  attend : 
And,  as  the  dews  of  gracious  heaven  defcend     7* 
Unafk'd,  unfeen,  in  ftill  but  copious  fhow'rs. 
Her  ftores  on  me  fpontaneous  Bounty  pours. 
See,  Science  walks  with  recent  chaplets  crown'd  ; 
With  fancy's  ftrain  my  fairy  (hades  refound ; 
My  Mufe  divine  ftill  keeps  her  cuftom'd  ftate,  75 
The  mien  ered,  and  high  majeftic  gait : 
Green  as  of  old  each  oliv'd  portal  fmiles. 
And  ftill  the  Graces  build  my  Grecian  piles : 
My  Gothic  fpires  in  ancient  glory  rife. 
And  dare  with  wonted  pride  to  rufti  into  the  fkies.  80 

E'en  late  when  RadcliiFe's  delegated  train 
Aufpicious  Ihone  in  Ifis'  happy  plain ;         [ftirine. 
When  yon  proud  *  dome,  fair  Learning's  ampleU 
Beneath  its  attic  roofs  receiv'd  the  Nine ; 
Was  Rapture  mute,  or  ceas'd  the  glad  acclame,  85 
To  Radcliffe  due,  and  Ifis'  honour'd  name  ? 
What  free-born  crouds  adorn'd  the  feftive  day. 
Nor  blufti'd  to  wear  my  tributary  bay  ! 
How  each  brave  breaft  with  honeft  ardors  heav'd. 
When  Sheldon's  fane  the  patriot  band  receiv'd ;  90 

♦  The  Radcliffe  Library. 
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While,  as  we  loudly  haiPd  the  chofen  few, 
Kome's  awful  fenate  rulh'd  upon  the  view  ! 

O  may  the  day  in  lateft  annals  fhine,    . 
That  made  a  Beaufort  and  an  Harley  mine : 
Thai  bade  them  leave  the  loftier  fcene  awhile,  95 
The  pomp  of  guiltlefs  ftate,  the  patriot  toil. 
For  bleeding  Albion's  aid  the  fage  defign. 
To  hold  fhort  dalliance  with  the  tuneful  Nine. 
Then  Mufic  left  her  filver  fphere  on  high. 
And  bore  each  ftrain  of  triumph  from  the  Iky;  100 
Swell'd  the  loud  fong,  and  to  my  chiefs  around 
Pour'd  the  full  peans  of  mellifluous  found. 
My  Naiads  blythe  the  dying  accents  caught. 
And  liftening  danc'd  beneath  their  pearly  grot : 
In  gentler  eddies  play'd  my  confcious  wave,     105 
And  all  my  reeds  their  fofteft  whifpers  gave  ; 
Each  lay  with  brighter  green  adorn'd  my  bowers. 
And  breath'd  a  freflier  fragrance  on  my  flowers. 

But  lo  !  at  once  the  pealing  concerts  ceafe. 
And  crouded  theatres  are  hufli'd  in  peace.        no 
See,  on  yon  Sage  *  how  all  attentive  ftand. 
To  catch  his  darting  eye  and  waving  hand. 
Hark !  he  begins,  with  all  a  Tully's  art 
To  pour  the  diftates  of  a  Cato's  heart. 
Skiird  to  pronounce  what  nobleft  thoughts  inipire. 
He  blends  the  fpeaker's  with  the  patriot's  fire ; 
Bold  to  conceive,  nor  timorous  to  conceal. 
What  Britons  dare  to  think,  he  dares  to  tell. 
•  Dr,  W.  Ktng,  principal  of  St.  Marj  HaIU 
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'Tis  his  alike  the  ear  and  eye  to  charm. 
To  win  with  aftion,  and  with  fenfe  to  warm  ;  izO 
Untaught  in  flowery  periods  to  difpenfc 
The  lulling  founds  of  fweet  impertinence : 
In  frowns  or  fmiles  he  gains  an  equal  prize. 
Nor  meanly  fears  to  fall,  nor  creeps  to  rife ; 
Bids  happier  days  to  Albion  be  reflor'd,  125 

Bids  ancient  Jufticc  rear  her  radiant  fword ; 
From  me,  as  from  my  country,  claims  applaufe. 
And  makes  an  Oxford's,  a  Britannia's  caufe. 

While  arms  like  thele  my  (led  fa  ft  fages  wield. 
While  mine  is  Truth's  impenetrable  (hield  ;     ij-* 
Say,  ihall  the  Puny  Champion  fondly  dare 
*  To'  wage  with  force  like  this  fcholaftic  wart 
Still  vainly  fcribble  on  with  pert  pretenpe. 
With  all  the  rage  of  pedant  impotence  ? 
Say,  fliall  I  fofter  this  domeftic  peft,  13  j 

This  parricide,  that  wounds  a  mother's  bread  ? 

Thus  in  fome  gallant  fhip,  that  long  has  bore 
Britain's  vidorious  crofs  from  fhore  to  fhore. 
By  chance,  beneath  her  dofe  fequefter'd  cells 
Some  low-born  worm,  a krkingmi fcliiefjd wells ;  1 40 
Eats  his  blind  way,  and  faps  with  fecret  guile 
The  deep  foundations  of  the  floating  pile. 
In  vain  the  foreft  lent  its  ftatelieft  pride, 
Rear'd  her  tall  maft,  and  fram'd  her  knotty  fide ; 
The  martial  thunder's  rage  in  vain  flie  flood,  145 
Wkh  every  confiid  of  the  llormy  flood  ; 


142   T.WARTON    THE    YOUNGER* 

More  fare  the  reptile's  little  arts  devour. 
Than  wars,  or  waves,  or  Eurus'  wintry  power. 

Ye  fretted  pinnacles,  ye  fanes  fublime. 
Ye  towers  that  wear  the  mofly  veft  of  time  !     150 
Ye  mafiy  piles  of  old  munificence. 
At  once  the  pride  of  learning  and  defence ; 
Ye  cloifters  pale,  that  lengthening  to  the  fight. 
To  contemplation,  ftep  by  ftep,  invite  ;  [155 

Ye  high  arch'd  walks,  where  oft  the  whifpers  clear 
Of  harps  unfeen  have  fwept  the  poet's  ear ; 
Ye  temples  dim,  where  pious  duty  pays 
Her  holy  hymns  of  ever-echoing  praife  ; 
Lo  !  your  lov'd  Ifis,  from  the  bordering  vale. 
With  all  a  mother's  fondnefs  bids  you  hail ! —  160 
Hail,  Oxford,  hail  1  of  all  that's  good  and  great. 
Of  all  that's  fair,  the  guardian  and  the  feat ; 
Nurfe  of  each  brave  purfuit,  each  generous  aim. 
By  truth  exalted  to  the  throne  of  fame  I 
Like  Greece  in  fcience  and  in  liberty,  165 

As  Athens  learn'd,  as  Lacedemon  free  ! 

Ev'n  now,  confeft  to  my  adoring  eyes. 
In  awful  ranks  thy  gifted  fons  arife. 
Tuning  to  knightly  tale  his  Britifh  reeds. 
Thy  genuine  bards  immortal  Chaucer  leads :    170 
His  hoary  head  o'erlooks  the  gazing  quire. 
And  beams  on  all  around  celeftial  fire. 
With  graceful  Hep  fee  Addifon  advance. 
The  fweeteft  child  of  Attic  elegance  : 
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See  Clullingvvorth  the  depths  of  Doubt  explore,  175 
And  Selden  ope  the  rolls  of  ancient  lore  : 
To  all  but  his  belov*d  embrace  dcnyM, 
See  Locke  lead  Reafon,  his  majeftic  bride : 
See  Hammond  pierce  religion's  golden  mine. 
And  fpread  the  treafur'd  ftores  of  Truth  divine,  l8* 

All  who  to  Albion  gave  the  arts  of  peace. 
And  bell  the  labours  plann'd  of  lettcr'd  eafe ; 
Who  taught  with  truth,  or  with  perfuafion  mov'd; 
Who  footh'd  with  numbers,  or  with  fenfe  improv'd; 
Who  rang'd  the  powers  of  reafon,  or  refin'd,    185 
All  that  adorn'd  or  humanis'd  the  mind ; 
Each  prieft  of  health,  that  mix'd  the  balmy  bowl. 
To  rear  frail  man,  and  ftay  the  fleeting  foul ; 
All  crowd  around,  and  echoing  to  the  fky, 
Hail,  Oxford,  hail !  with  filial  tranfport  cry.    190 

And  fee  yon  fapient  train  !  with  liberal  aim, 
'Twas  theirs  new  plans  of  liberty  to  frame  ; 
And  on  the  Gothic  gloom  of  flavifti  fvvay 
To  fhed  the  dawn  of  intelleftual  day. 
With  mild  debate  each  mufmg  feature  glows,  195 
And  well-weigh*d  counfels  mark  their  meaning 

brows. 
"  Lo  !  thefe  the  leaders  of  thy  patriot  line," 
A  Raleigh,  Hamden,  and  a  Somers  fliine. 
Thefe  from  thy  fource  the  bold  contagion  caught. 
Their  future  fons  the  great  example  taught :    200 
While  in  each  youth,  th'  hereditary  fiame 
Still  blazes,  unextinguilh'd  and  the  fame  I 
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Nor  all  the  talks  of  thoughtful  peace  engage, 
'Tis  thine  to  form  the  hero  as  the  fage. 
I  fee  the  fable-fuited  prince  advance  205 

With  lilies  crown'd,  the  fpoils  of  bleeding  France, 
Edward.     The  Mufes  in  yon  cloiller's  fhade 
Bound  on  his  maiden  thigh  the  martial  blade  : 
Bade  him  the  fteel  for  Britilh  freedom  draw. 
And  Oxford  taught  the  deeds  that  Crefly  faw.  2 id 

And  fee,  great  father  of  the  facred  band. 
The  *  Patriot  King  before  me  feems  to  ftand. 
He  by  the  bloom  of  this  gay  vale  beguil'd. 
That  chear'd  with  lively  green  the  fhaggy  wild. 
Hither  of  yore,  forlorn  forgotten  maid,  2 1 5 

The  Mufe  in  prattling  infancy  conveyed  ; 
From  Vandal  rage  the  lielplefs  virgin  bore. 
And  fix'd  her  cradle  on  my  friendly  fhore  : 
Soon  grew  the  maid  beneath  his  foflering  hand, 
Soonftream*d  her  bleffings  o'er  the  enlighten'd  land. 
Though  fimple  was  the  dome,  where  firll  to  dwell 
She  deignM,  and  rude  her  early  Saxon  cell, 
Lo  I  now  fhe  holds  her  Hate  in  fculptur'd  bowersy 
And  proudly  lifts  to  heaven  her  hundred  towers, 
'Twas  Alfred  firft,  with  letters  and  with  laws,  225 
AdornM,  as  he  advanc'd,  his  country's  caule  : 
He  bade  relent  the  Briton's  llubborn  foul. 
And  footh'd  to  foft  fociety's  controul 
A  rough  untutor'd  age.     With  raptur'd  eye 
Elate  he  views  his  laurcl'd  progeny  :  2^9 

*  Alfred. 


TwWARTON    TH£   YOUKOER.   145 

Serene  he  fmiles  to  find,  that  not  in  vain 

He  form'd  the  rudiments  of  Learning's  reign  t 

Himfelf  he  marks  in  each  ingenuous  breaft. 

With  all  the  founder  in  the  race  expreft : 

Confcious  he  Cgcs,  fair  Freedom  ftill  furvive     235 

In  yon  bright  domes,  ill-fated  fugitive  ! 

(Glorious,  as  when  the  goddefs  pour*d  the  beam 

Unfullied  on  his  ancient  diadem  ;) 

Well  pleasM,  that  at  his  own  Pierian  fprings 

She  refts  her  weary  feet,  and  plumes  her  wings ;  240 

That  here  at  laft  fhe  takes  her  deftin'd  (land. 

Here  deigns  to  linger,  ere  Ihe  leave  the  land. 


^^-^ 


ODE. 
THE  HAMLET. 

WRITTEN    IN    WHICHWOOD    FOREST. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

1  H  fi  hinds  how  bleft,  who  ne'er  beguird 
To  quit  their  hamlet's  hawthorn-wild ; 
Nor  haunt  the  croud,  nor  tempt  the  main. 
For  fplendid  care,  and  guilty  gain  I 

When  morning's  twilight-tindur'd  beam 
Strikes  their  low  tkaich  with  flanting  gleam. 

Vol.  IL  K 
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They  rove  abroad  in  ether  blue. 

To  dip  the  fey  the  in  fragrant  dew  : 

The  Iheaf  to  bind,  the  beech  to  fell 

That  nodding  Ihades  a  craggy  dell.  lo 

Midft  gloomy  glades,  in  warbles  clear. 
Wild  nature's  fweeteft  notes  they  hear : 
On  green  untrodden  banks  they  view 
The  hyacinth's  neglefted  hue : 
In  their  lone  haunts,  and  woodland  rounds,         15 
They  fpy  the  fquirrel's  airy  bounds  : 
And  ftartle  from  her  alhen  fpray, 
Acrofs  the  glen,  the  fcreaming  jay : 
Each  native  charm  their  fteps  explore 
Of  Solitude's  fequefler'd  (lore.  20 

For  them  the  moon  with  cloudlefs  ray 
Mounts,  to  illume  their  homeward  way  : 
Their  weary  fpirits  to  relieve. 
The  meadows  incenfe  breathe  at  eve. 

No  riot  mars  the  fimple  fare  25 

That  o'er  a  glimmering  hearth  they  fliare : 

But  when  the  curfeu's  meafur'd  roar 

Duly,  the  darkening  valUes  o'er. 

Has  echoed  from  the  diftant  town. 

They  wifh  no  beds  of  cygnet- down,  50 

No  trophied  canopies,  to  clofe 

Their  drooping  eyes  in  quick  repcfe. 
Their  little  fons,  who  fpread  the  bloom 

Of  health  around  the  clay-built  room. 
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Or  through  the  primros'd  coppice  dray,  35 

Or  gambol  in  the  new-mown  hay  ; 

Or  quaintly  braid  the  cowflip-twine. 

Or  drive  afield  the  tardy  kine  ; 

Or  haftcn  from  the  fultry  hill 

To  loiter  at  the  fnady  n\{ ;  40 

Or  climb  the  tall  pine's  gloomy  creft 

To  rob  the  raven's  antien.t  neft. 

Their  humble  porch  with  honied  flowers 
The  curling  woodbine's  fliade  embowers  : 
From  the  trim  garden's  thymy  mound  45 

Their  bees  in  bufy  fwarms  refound  : 
Nor  fell  Difeafc,  before  his  time, 
Haftes  to  confumc  life's  golden  prime  : 
But  when  their  temples  long  have  wore 
The  filver  crown  of  trefTes  hoar ;  50 

As  Iludious  ftill  calm  peace  to  keep. 
Beneath  a  flowery  turf  they  fleep. 
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THE 

CONTEMPLATIST : 

A 

NIGHT  PIECE. 
BY    JOHN    CUNNINGHAM.* 

Nox  erat  • 

Cum  tacet  omnis  ager,  pecudcst  piSiaque  'uolacreu 

I. 

1  HE  Queen  of  Contemplation,  Night, 

Begins  her  balmy  reign ; 
Advancing  in  their  varied  light 

Her  filver-velled  train. 

II. 

'Tis  llrange,  the  many  marihal'd  flars  ;  5 

That  ride  yon  facred  round. 
Should  keep,  among  their  rapid  cars, 

A  filencc  fo  profound ! 

•  Born  1729;  dyed  1773. 
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III. 

A  kind,  a  philofophic  calm. 

The  cool  creation  wears  I  19 

And  what  Day  drank  of  dewey  balm. 

The  gentle  Night  repairs. 

IV. 

Behind  their  leafy  curtains  hid. 

The  feather'd  race  how  fUll ! 
How  quiet  npw  the  gamefome  kid,  15 

That  gambol'd  round  the  hill  1 

V. 

The  fwcets,  that  bending  o*er  their  banks. 

From  fultry  Day  declined. 
Revive  in  little  velvet  ranks. 

And  fceut  the  weftem  wind,  zo 

VI. 

The  Moon,  preceded  by  the  breeze 

That  bade  the  clouds  retire. 
Appears  amongft  the  tufted  trees, 

A  Phoenix  nell  on  fire. 

VII. 

But  foft the  golden  glow  fubfides  I  25 

Her  chariot  mounts  on  high  I 
And  now,  in  filver'd  pomp,  fhe  rides 
Pale  regent  of  the  fky  ! 
K  J 
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VIII. 

Where  Time  upon  the  withered  tree. 

Hath  carv'd  the  moral  chair,  30 

I  fit,  from  bufy  paiTiOns  free. 
And  breathe  the  placid  air. 

IX. 

The  vvither'd  tree  was  Once  in  prime ; 

Its  branches  brav'd  the  Iky ! 
Thus,  at  the  touch  of  ruthlefs  Time,  35 

Shall  Youth  and  Vigour  die. 

X. 

I'm  lifted  to  the  blue  expanfe  : 

It  glows  ferenely  gay  ! 
Come,  Science,  by  my  fide,  advance. 

We'll  fearch  the  Milky  Way.  40 

XI.' 

Let  U5  defcerid The  daring  flight 

Fatigues  my  feeble  mind ; 
And  S  c  I E  N  c  E ,  in  the  inaze  of  light. 

Is  impotent  and  blind. 

XII. 

What  are  thdfe  wild,  thofe  wandering  fires,        ^  $ 

That  o'er  the  moorland  ran  ? 
Vapours. — —How  like  the  vague  defircs 

Thar  cheat  the  heart  of  Mah  i 
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XIII. 

But  there's  a  friendly  guide  ! a  flame. 

That  lambent  o'er  its  bed. 
Enlivens,  with  a  gladfome  beam. 

The  hermit's  ofier  fhed. 


SO 


XIV. 

Among  the  nifTet  (hades  of  night. 

It  glances  from  afar ! 
And  darts  along  the  dufk ;  fo  bright,  5^ 

It  leems  a  filver  flar  ! 

XV. 

In  coverts  (where  the  few  frequent) 

If  Virtue  deigns  to  dwell, 
'Tis  thus,  the  little  lamp.  Content, 

Gives  lullre  to  her  cell.  60 

XVI. 

How  fmooth  that  rapid  river  Aides 

Progreffive  to  the  deep  ! 
The  Poppies,  pendent  o'er  its  fides. 

Have  charm'd  the  waves  to  Heep. 

XVII. 

Pleasure's  intoxicated  fons  !  65 

Ye  indolent !  ye  gay  ! 
Refleft for  as  the  river  runs. 

Life  wings  its  traftlefs  way. 
K  4 


J52  CUNNINGHAM. 

XVIII. 

That  branching  grove  of  dufky  green 

Conceals  the  azure  fky  ;  70 

Save,  where  a  ftarry  fpace  between. 

Relieves  the  darken'd  eye. 

XIX. 
Old  Error,  thus,  with  (hades  impure. 

Throws  facred  Truth  behind  : 
Yet  fometimes,  through  the  deep  obfcure,  75 

She  burfls  upon  the  mind. 

XX. 

Sleep,  and  her  fifter  Silence  reign. 

They  lock  the  Ihepherd's  fold  ! 
But  hark — I  hear  a  lamb  complain, 

'Tis  loft  upon  the  wold  !  80 

XXI. 

To  favage  herds,  that  hunt  for  prey. 

An  unrefifling  prize  ! 
I^'or  having  trod  a  devious  way^^ 

The  little  rambler  dies. 

XXII. 

As  lucklefs  is  the  Virgin's  lot,  ^5 

Whom  pleafure  onc«  mifguides : 
When  hurried  from  the  halcion  cot. 

Where  Innocence  prefides r\ 
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XXIII. 

The  pafiions,  a  relentlefs  train  I 

To  tear  the  viftim  run  :  90 

She  feeks  the  paths  of  peace  in  vain. 

Is  conquer'd and  undone. 

XXIV. 

How  bright  the  little  infefts  blaze. 

Where  willows  fhade  the  way ; 
As  proud  as  if  their  painted  rays  95 

Could  emulate  the  Day  I 

XXV. 

'Tis  thus,  the  pigmy  fons  of  pow*r 

Advance  their  vain  parade  ! 
Thus,  glitter  in  the  darkened  hour. 

And  like  the  glow-worms  fade  I  100 

XXVI. 

The  foft  ferenity  of  night 

Ungentle  clouds  deforni ! 
The  filver  hoft  that  fhone  fo  bright 

Is  hid  behind  a  ftorm ; 

XXVII. 
The  angry  elements  engage  1  105 

An  oak  (an  ivied  bower  1) 
Repels  the  rough  wind's  noify  rage. 

And  fhields  me  from  the  ihower. 
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XXVIII. 

The  rancour,  thus,  of  rufhing  fate, 

I've  learnt  to  render  vain  :  i  jo 

For  whilft  Integrity's  her  feat. 

The  foul  will  fit  ferene. 

XXIX. 

A  raven,  from  Ibme  greedy  vault, 

Amidil  that  cloifter'd  gloom, 
Bids  me,  and  'tis  a  folemn  thought  I  115 

Refleft  upon  the  tomb. 

XXX. 

The  tomb  ! The  confecrated  dome  ? 

The  temple  rais'd  to  Peace  ! 
The  port,  that  to  its  friendly  home 

Compels  the  human  race  1  1 20 

XXXI. 

Yon  village,  to  the  moral  mind, 

A  folemn  afpeft  wears  ; 
Where  fleep  hath  luU'd  the  laboured  hind. 

And  kill'd  his  daily  cares  : 

XXXII. 
*Tis  but  the  church-yard  of  the  Night ;  1 25 

An  emblematic  bed  \ 
That  offers  to  the  mental  fight 

The  temporary  dead. 
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XXXIII. 

From  hence,  Fll  penetrate,  in  thoughtj 

The  grave's  unmeafur'd  deep  ;  1 30 

And  tutor'd,  hence,  be  timely  taught. 
To  meet  my  final  fleep. 

XXXIV. 

'Tis  peace (The  little  chaos  paft  !) 

The  gracious  moon  reftor'd  ! 
A  breeze  fucceeds  the  frightful  blaft,  135 

That  through  the  foreft  roar'd  I 

XXXV. 

The  Nightingale,  a  welcome  guell ! 

Renews  her  gentle  flrains ; 
And  Hope  (juft  wand'ring  from  my  breafl) 

Her  wonted  feat  regains.  1^ 

XXXVI. 

Yes When  yon  lucid  orb  is  dark> 

And  darting  from  on  high  ; 
My  foul,  a  more  celeftial  fpark. 

Shall  keep  her  native  flcy. 

XXXVII. 

Fann'd  by  the  light — the  lenient  breeze,  145 

My  limbs  refrefliment  find  ; 
And  moral  rhapfodies,  like  thefc. 

Give  vigour  to  the  mind. 
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A 

LANDSCAPE. 

BY-THE    SAME. 

Rura  mibi  &*  irrigui  placeant  in  vallihus  amna. 

ViRG. 
I. 

JN  ow  that  Summer's  ripen'd  bloom 

Frolicks  where  the  winter  frOwn'd, 
Stretch'd  upon  thefe  banks  of  broom. 

We  command  the  landfcape  round. 

II. 

Nature  in  the  profpeft  yields  5 

Humble  dales,  and  mountains  bold. 

Meadows,  woodlands,  heaths^ — and  fields 
Yellow'd  o'er  with  waving  gold. 

III. 

Goats  upon  that  frowning  fteep, 

Fearlefs,  with  their  kidlings  broufe  I  10 

Here  a  flock  of  fnowy  Iheep  ! 

There  an  herd  of  motly  cows  ! 
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IV. 

On  the  uplands,  every  glade 

Brightens  in  the  blaze  of  day  ; 
O'er  the  vales,  the  fober  fhade  15 

Softens  to  an  evening  grey. 

V. 

Where  the  rill,  by  flow  degrees, 

Swells  into  a  cryftal  pool. 
Shaggy  rocks  and  llielving  trees 

Shoot  to  keep  the  waters  cool.  ±o 

VI. 

Shiver'd  by  a  thunJer-ftroke, 

From  the  mountain's  mifly  ridge> 
O'er  the  brook  a  ruin'd  oak. 

Near  the  farm-houfc,  forms  a  bridge. 

VII 

On  her  breaft  the  funny  beam  25 

Glitters  in  meridian  pride  ; 
Yonder  as  the  virgin  Ilream 

Haftens  to  the  relllefs  tide  :— 

VIII. 

Where  the  fliips,  by  wanton  gales 

Wafted,  o'er  the  green-waves  run,  30 

Sweet  to  fee  their  fwelling  fails 

Whiten'd  by  the  laughing  fun  ! 
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IX. 

High  upon  the  dalfied  hill, 

Rifing  from  the  flope  of  trees. 
How  the  wings  of  yonder  mill  3'5 

Labour  in  the  bufy  breeze  I 

X. 

Cheerful  as  a  fummer's  morn, 

(Bouncing  from  her  loaded  pad) 
Where  the  maid  prefents  her  corn. 

Smirking,  to  the  miller's  lad,  40 

XI. 

O'er  the  green  a  feftal  throng 

Gambols,  in  fantaftic  trim  ! 
As  the  full  cart  moves  along. 

Hearken — 'tis  their  harveil  hymn  ! 

XII. 

Linnets  on  the  crouded  fprays  ^5 

Chorus, — and  the  wood-larks  rife. 
Soaring  with  a  fong  of  praife, 

'Till  the  fweet  notes  reach  the  fkies* 

XIII. 

Torrents  in  extended  fheets 

Down  the  cliffs,  dividing,  break  :  50 

'Twixt  the  hills  the  water  meets. 

Settling  in  a  filver  lake  ! 
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XIV. 

From  his  languid  flocks,  the  fwain. 

By  the  funbeams  fore  oppreft. 
Plunging  on  the  wat'ry  plain,  55 

Plows  it  with  his  glowing  breaft, 

XV. 
Where  the  mantling  willows  nod. 

From  the  green  bank*s  llopy  fide. 
Patient,  with  his  well-thrown  rod. 

Many  an  angler  breaks  the  tide  !  6^ 

XVI. 
On  the  ifles,  with  oficrs  dreft. 

Many  a  fair-plum'd  halcion  breeds  ! 
Many  a  wild  bird  hides  her  neft, 

Cover*d  in  yon  crackling  reeds. 

X^VII. 

Fork-taird  pratlers  as  they  pafs  6^ 

To  their  neftlings  in  the  rock. 
Darting  on  the  liquid  glafs. 

Seem  to  kifs  the  mimick'd  flock. 

XVIII. 

Where  the  flonc  Crofs  lifts  its  hcad^ 

Many  a  faint  and  pilgrim  hoar,  j-o 

Up  the  hill  was  wont  to  tread. 

Barefoot,  in  the  days  of  yore. 
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XIX. 
Guardian  of  a  facred  well, 

Arch'd  beneath  yon  reverend  fhades, 
Whilome,  in  that  fhatter'd  cell,  7  j 

Many  an  hermit  told  his  beads. 

XX 

Sultry  mifts  furround  the  heath 

Where  the  gothic  dome  appears* 
O'er  the  trembling  groves  beneath, 

Tott'ring  with  a  load  of  years.  80 

xxr. 

Turn  to  the  contrafted  fcene. 

Where,  beyond  thefe  hoar}^  piles> 
Gay,  upon  the  rifmg  green. 

Many  an  attic  building  fmiles  ! 

XXII. 

Painted  gardens — grots — and  groves,  85 

Intermingling  Ihade  and  light ! 
Lengthen'd  viftas,  green  alcoves. 

Join  to  give  the  eye  delight. 

xxiir. 

Hamlets — villages,  and  fpires, 

Scatter'd  on  the  landfcape  lie,  90 

'Till  the  diftant  view  retires, 

Clofmg  in  an  azure  Iky. 


THE 

DESERTED   VILLAGE. 

BY    OLIVER.    COLftSMITH.* 

OwEET  Auburn,  lovelieft  village  of  the  plain, 
WJiere  health  and  plenty  cheared  the  labouring 

fvvain. 
Where  fmiling  fpring  its  earlieft  vific  paid. 
And  parting  fummer*s  lingering  blooms  delayed. 
Dear  lovely  bowers  of  innocence  and  eafe,  5 

Seats  of  my  youth,  when  every  fport  could  pleafe. 
How  often  have  I  loitered  oVr  thy  green. 
Where  humble  happinefs  endeared  each  fcene  ! 
How  often  have  I  paufed  on  every  charm. 
The  (heltered  cot,  the  cultivated  farm,  10 

The  never  failing  brook,  the  bufy  mill. 
The  decent  church  that  topt  the  neighbouring  hill. 
The  hawthorn  bulh,  with  feats  beneath  the  fhade. 
For  talking  age  and  whifpering  lovers  made  1 
How  often  have  I  bleft  the  coming  day,  15 

When  toil  remitting  lent  its  turn  to  play. 
And  all  the  village  train,  from  labour  free. 
Led  up  their  fporis  beneath  the  fpreading  tree. 
While  many  a  paftime  circled  in  the  (hade. 
The  young  contending  as  the  old  furveyed  ;      20 
*  £orn  1729;  ifjcd  1774. 
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And  many  a  gambol  frolicked  o'er  the  ground. 
And  flights  of  art  and  feats  of  flrcngth  went  round  j 
And  ftill  as  each  repeated  pleafure  tired. 
Succeeding  fports  the  mirthful  band  infpired  ; 
The  dancing  pair  that  fimply  fought  renown     25 
By  holding  out  to  tire  each  other  down  > 
The  fwain  miHruftlefs  of  his  fmutted  face. 
While  fecret  laughter  tittered  round  the  place  ;; 
The  bafhful  virgin's  fide-long  looks  of  love. 
The  matron's  glance   that    would  thofe    looks* 

reprove !  30 

Thefe  were  thy  charms,  fweet  village;  fports  like 

thefe. 
With  fweet  fucceflion,  taught  even  toil  to  pleafe  ; 
Thefe  round  thy  bowers  their  chearful  influence  flied, 
Thefe  were  thy  charms — But  all  thefe  charms  are 
fled. 

Sweet  fmiling  village,  lovelieft  of  the  lawn,  35 
Thy  {ports  are  fled,  and  all  thy  charms  withdrawn ; 
Amidft  thy  bowers  the  tyrant's  hand  is  feen. 
And  defolation  faddens  aU  thy  green  : 
One  only  matter  grafps  the  whole  domain. 
And  half  a  tillage  flints  thy  fmiling  plain  ;         40 
No  more  thy  glaflfy  brook  reflects  the  day. 
But,  choaked  with  fedges,  works  its  weedy  way. 
Along  thy  glades,  a  folitary  gueft. 
The  hollow  founding  bittern  guards  its  neft  ; 
Amidfl  thy  defert  walks  the  lapwing  flies,         45 
And  tires  their  ecchoes  with  unvaried  cries. 
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Sunk  are  thy  bowers  in  Ihapelefs  ruin  all. 
And  the  long  grafs  o*ertops  the  mouldering  wall ; 
And  trembling,  fhrinking  from  the  fpoiler's  hand. 
Far,  far  away  thy  children  leave  the  land.         50 

111  fares  the  land,  to  haftening  ills  a  prey. 
Where  wealth  accumulates,  and  men  decay  ; 
Princes  and  lords  may  flourilh,  or  may  fade  ; 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made ; 
But  a  bold  peafantry>  their  country's  pride,        55 
When  once  deftroyed,  can  never  be  fupplied. 

A  time  there  was,  ere  England's  griefs  began. 
When  every  rood  of  ground  maintained  its  man  ; 
For  him  light  labour  fpread  her  wholefome  ftorCi 
Juft  gave  what  life  required,  but  gave  no  more :  50 
His  bell  companions,  innocence  and  health  ; 
And  his  bell  riches,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

But  times  are  altered ;  trade's  unfeeling  train 
Ufurp  the  land  and  difpoffefs  the  fwain  ; 
Along  the  lawn,  where  fcattered  hamlets  rofe,   65 
tJnwieldy  wealth,  and  cumbrous  pomp  repofe  ; 
And  every  want  to  opulence  allied. 
And  every  pang  that  folly  pays  to  pride. 
Thofe  gentle  hours  that  plenty  bade  to  bloom, 
Thofe  calm  defires  that  afked  but  little  room,    70 
Thofe  healthful  fports  that  graced  the  peaceful  fcene. 
Lived  in  each  look,  and  brightened  all  the  greea  i 
Thefe  far  departing  feek  a  kinder  (hore. 
And  rural  mirth  and  manners  are  no  more. 
X-   i 
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Sweet  Av  burn!  parent  of  the  blifsful  hour,  75 
Thy  glades  forlorn  confefs  the  tyrant's  power. 
Here,  as  I  take  my  folitary  rounds, 
Amidft  thy  tangling  walks,  and  ruined  grounds, 
And,  many  a  year  elapfed,  return  to  view 
Whereoncethe  cottage  flood,  the  hawthorn  grew,  80 
Remembrance  wakes  with  all  her  bufy  train. 
Swells  at  my  breaft,  and  turns  the  paft  to  pain. 

In  all  my  wanderings  roCind  this  world' of  care. 
In  all  my  griefs — -and  God  has  giv'n  my  (hare— 
I  ftill  had  hopes  ray  lateft  hours  to  crown,  85 

Amidft  thefe  humble  bowers  to  lay  me  down  ; 
To  hufband  out  life's  taper  at  the  clofe. 
And  keep  the  flame  from  wafting  by  repofe  : 
I  ftill  had  hopes,  for  pride  attends  us  ftill, 
Amidft  the  fwains  to  fhew  my  book-learned  fkill,  90 
Around  my  fire  an  evening  groupe  to  draw. 
And  tell  of  all  I  felt,  and  all  I  faw ; 
And,  as  an  hare,  whom  hounds  and  horns  purfue. 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  firft  ftie  flew, 
I  ftill  had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  paft,  95 

Here  to  return — and  die  at  home  at  laft. 

O  bleft  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decline. 
Retreats  from  care,  that  never  muft  be  mine, 
How  bleft  is  he  who  crowns,  in  ftiades  like  thefe, 
A  youth  of  labour  with  an  age  of  eafe  ;  100 

Who  quits  a  world  where  ftrong  temptations  try, 
And>  fmce  'tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fly ! 
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For  him  no  wretches,  born  to  work  and  weep. 
Explore  the  mine,  or  tempt  the  dangerous  deep ; 
No  furly  porter  ftands  in  guilty  ftate,  105 

To  rpurn  imploring  famine  from  the  gate ; 
But  on  he  moves  to  meet  his  latter  end. 
Angels  around  befriending  Virtue's  friend  ; 
Sinks  to  the  grave  with  unperceived  decay. 
While  refignation  gently  Hopes  the  way  ;         110 
And,  ;^1I  his  profpedls  brightening  to  the  laft. 
His  heavep  commences  ere  the  world  |5e  paft  I 

Sweet  was  the  found,  when  oft  at  evening's  clofe. 
Up  yonder  hill  the  village  murmur  rofe  ; 
There,  as  I  paft  with  carelefs  fteps  and  flow,   1 15 
The  mingling  notes  came  foftened  from  below ; 
The  fwain  refponfive  as  the  milk-maid  fung. 
The  fober  herd  that  lowed  to  meet  their  young. 
The  noify  geefe  that  gabbled  o'er  the  pool, 
I'he  playful  children  juft  let  loofe  from  fchool,  1 20 
The  watch-dog's  ypice  that  bayed  the  whifpering 

wind. 
And  the  loud  laugh  that  fpoke  the  vacant  mind, 
Thefe  all  in  fweet  confufion  fought  the  fhade, 
^nd  filled  each  paufe  the  nightingale  had  made. 
But  now  the  founds  of  population  fail,  125 

No  chearful  murmurs  fludluate  in  the  gale. 
No  bufy  fteps  the  grafs-grown  foot-way  tread. 
For  all  the  bloomy  flulh  of  life  is  fled. 

L3 


l66  COLDSMITH, 

All  but  yon  widowed,  folitary  thing. 
That  feebly  bends  befide  the  plafhy  fpring ;     1 30 
She,  wretched  matron,  forced,  in  age,  for  bread. 
To  ftrip  the  brook  with  mantling  crefles  fpread. 
To  pick  her  wintry  faggot  from  the  thorn. 
To  feek  her  nightly  ihed,  and  weep  till  morn  ; 
She  only  left  of  all  the  harmlefs  train,  13  J 

The  fad  hiilorian  of  the  penftve  plain. 

Near  yonder  copfe,  where  once  the  garden  fmiled. 
And  ftill  where  many  a  garden  flower  grows  wild ; 
There,  where  a  few  torn  ibrubs  the  place  difclofe. 
The  village  preacher's  modeft  maniion  rofe.     140 
A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear. 
And  paffing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year ; 
Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race. 
Nor  e*er  had  changed,  nor  wjlhed  to  change  his 

place ; 
Unpraftifed  he  to  fawn,  or  feek  for  power,       1 45 
By  dodrines  fafhioned  to  the  varying  hour ; 
Far  other  aims  his  heart  had  learned  to  prize. 
More  (killed  to  raife  the  wretched  than  to  rife. 
His  houfe  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train. 
He  chid  their  wanderings,  but  relieved  their  pain. 
The  long  remembered  beggar  was  his  gueft, 
Whofe  beard  defcending  fvvept  his  aged  breaft ; 
The  ruined  fpendthrift,  now  no  longer  proud. 
Claimed  kindred  there,  and  had  his  claims  allowed ; 
The  broken  foldier,  kindly  bade  to  flay,  155 

Sate  by  his  fire,  and  talked  the  night  away ; 
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Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or  tales  of  forrow  done. 
Shouldered  his  crutch,  and  (hewed  how  fields  were 

won. 
Pleafed  with  his  guefts,  the  good  man  learned  to 

glow. 
And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe ;        160 
Carelefs  their  merits,  or  their  faults  to  fcan. 
His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

Thus  to  relieve  the  wretched  was  his  pride. 
And  ev'n  his  failings  leaned  to  Virtue *s  fide ; 
But  in  his  duty  prompt  at  every  call,  165 

He  watched  and  wept,  he  prayed  and  felt,  for  all ; 
And,  as  a  bird  each  fond  endearment  tries. 
To  tempt  its  new  fledged  offspring  to  the  ikies. 
He  tried  each  art,  reproved  each  dull  delay. 
Allured  to  brighter  worlds,  and  led  the  way.  ]  70 

Befide  the  bed  where  parting  life  was  layed. 
And  forrow,  guilt,  and  pain,  by  turns  difmayed. 
The  reverend  champion  flood.     At  his  control, 
Defpair  and  anguilh  fled  the  ftruggling  foul ; 
Comfort  came  down  the  trembling  wretch  to  raife. 
And  his  lafl  faultering  accents  whifpered  praife. 

At  church,  with  meek  and  unafFefted  grace. 
His  looks  adorned  the  venerable  place  ; 
Truth  from  his  lips  prevailed  with  double  fway. 
And  fools,  who  came  to  fcofl^,  remained  to  pray.  1 80 
The  fervice  paft,-around  the  pious  man. 
With  ready  zeal,  each  honeft  ruftic  ran ; 
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Even  children  followed  with  endearing  wile. 
And  plucked  his  gown,  to  fhare  the  good  man's  fmile. 
His  ready  fmile  a  parent's  warmth  expreft,       i  ^5 
Their  welfare  pleafed  him,  and  their  cares  diflreft ; 
To  them  his  heart,  his  love,  his  griefs  were  given. 
But  all  his  ferious  thoughts  had  reft  in  heaven. 
As  fome  tall  clift"  that  lifts  its  awful  form. 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the  ftorm, 
Tho'  round  its  breaft  the  rolling  clouds  are  fpread^ 
Eternal  fuulhine  fettles  on  its  head. 

Befide  yon  ftraggling  fence  that  fkirts  the  way. 
With  bloflbmed  furze  unprofitably  gay. 
There,  in  his  ncify  manfion,  fkill'd  to  rule,       195 
The  village  mafter  taught  his  little  fchool ; 
A  man  fevere  he  was,  and  ftern  to  view  ; 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew; 
Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  learned  to  trace 
The  day's  difafters  in  his  morning  face  ;  200 

Full  well  they  laughed  with  counterfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  for  many  a  joke  had  he  ; 
Full  well  the  bufy  whifper,  circling  round. 
Conveyed  the  difmal  tidings  when  he  frowned  : 
Yet  he  was  kind,  or  if  fevere  in  aught,  205 

The  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  fault ; 
The  village  all  declared  how  much  he  knew ; 
'Twas  certain  he  could  write,  and  cypher  too ; 
Lands  he  could  meaOare,  terms  and  tides  prefage. 
And  even  the  ftory  ran  that  he  could  gauge.   210 
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In  arguing  too,  the  parfon  owned  his  {kill, 
For  even  tho'  vanqnilhcd,  he  could  argue  Hill ; 
While  words  of  learned  length,and  thundering  found. 
Amazed  the  gazing  ru!Hcs  ranged  around. 
And  lUU  they  gazed,  and  ftill  the  wonder  grew,  215 
That  one  fmall  head  could  carry  all  he  knew. 

But  pad  is  all  his  fame.     The  very  fpoi. 
Where  many  a  time  he  triumphed,  is  forgot. 
Near  yonder  thorn,  that  lifts  its  head  on  high. 
Where  once  the  fign-poft  caught  the  paCing  eye,  2  20 
Low  lies  that  houfe  where  nut-brown  draughts  ia- 

fpired. 
Where  grey-beard  mirth  and  fmiling  toil  retired. 
Where  village  llatefmen  talked  with  looks  pro- 
found. 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round. 
Imagination  fondly  Hoops  to  trace  22^ 

The  parlour  fplendours  of  that  feftive  place ; 
The  white-wafhed  wall,  the  niccly-fandcd  floor. 
The  varnifiied  clock  that  clicked  behind  the  door; 
The  cheft  contrived  a  double  debt  to  pay, 
A  bed  by  night,  a  chcll  of  drawers  by  day ;     230 
The  piftures  placed  for  ornament  and  ufe. 
The  twelve  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goofe  ; 
The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chill'd  tlie  day. 
With  afpen  boughs,  and  flowers,  and  fennel  gay. 
While  broken  tea-cups,  wifely  kept  for  (hew,  235 
Ranged  o'er  the  chimney,  gliilened  in  a  row. 


k 


lyo  GOLDSMITH, 

Vain  tranfitory  fplendours !  Could  not  all 
Reprieve  the  tottering  manfion  from  its  fell  ? 
Obfcure  it  finks,  nor  ihall  it  more  impart 
An  hour's  importance  to  the  poor  man's  heart ;  240 
Thither  no  more  the  peafant  Ihall  repair. 
To  fweet  oblivion  of  his  daily  care ; 
No  more  the  farmer's  news,  the  barber's  tale. 
No  more  the  wood-man's  ballad  fhall  prevail ; 
No  more  the  fmith  his  dulky  brow  (hall  clear,  2^  5 
Relax  his  ponderous  ftrength,  and  lean  to  hear; 
The  hoft  himfelf  no  longer  Ihall  be  found 
Careful  to  fee  the  mantling  blifs  go  round ; 
Nor  the  coy  maid,  half  willing  to  be  preft. 
Shall  kifs  the  cup  to  pafs  it  to  the  reft.  250 

Yes  !  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  difdain, 
Thefe  fimple  bleffings  of  the  lowly  train. 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart. 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  glofs  of  art ; 
Spontaneous  joys,  where  nature  has  its  play,    255 
The  foul  adopts,  and  owns  their  firft-born  fway ; 
Lightly  they  frolic  o'er  the  vacant  mind, 
Unenvied,  unmolefled,  unconfined : 
But  the  long  pomp,  the  midnight  mafquerade. 
With  all  the  freaks  of  wanton  wealth  arrayed,  260 
In  thefe,  ere  triflers  half  their  wiih  obtain. 
The  toiling  pleafure  fickens  into  pain  ; 
And,  even  while  falhion's  brighteft  arts  decoy. 
The  heart  diflrulling  alks,  if  this  be  joy. 


GOLDSMITH.  lyt 

Vc  friends  to  truth,  ye  ftatefmen  who  furvcy  265 
The  rich  man's  joys  encreafe,  the  poor's  decay, 
'Tis  yours  to  judge,  how  wide  the  limits  ftand 
Between  a  fplendid  and  an  happy  land. 
Proud  fwells  the  tide  with  loads  of  freighted  ore, 
And  (houting  Folly  hails  them  from  her  (hore;  270 
Hoards,  even  beyond  the  mifer's  wifli  abound. 
And  rich  men  flock  from  all  the' world  around. 
Yet  count  our  gains.     This  wealth  is  but  a  name 
That  leaves  our  ufeful  produfts  ftill  the  fame. 
Not  fo  the  lofs.    The  man  of  wealth  and  pride,  275 
Takes  up  a  fpace  that  many  poor  fupplied ; 
Space  for  his  lake ;  his  park's  extended  bounds ; 
Space  for  his  horfes,  equipage,  and  hounds ; 
The  robe  that  wraps  his  limbs  in  filken  floth. 
Has  robbed  the  neighbouring  fields  of  half  their 
growth ;  280 

His  feat,  where  folitary  fports  are  feen. 
Indignant  fpurns  the  cottage  from  the  green ; 
Around  the  world  each  needful  produdl  flies. 
For  all  the  luxuries  the  world  fupplies. 
While  thus  the  land  adorned  for  pleafure,  all    285 
In  barren  fplendor  feebly  waits  the  fall. 

As  fome  fair  female  unadorned  and  plain. 
Secure  to  pleafe  while  youth  confirms  her  reign. 
Slights  every  borrowed  charm  that  drefs  fupplies. 
Nor  (hares  with  art  the  triumph  of  her  eyes :  290 
But  when  thofe  charms  are  pafl,  for  charms  are  frail. 
When  time  advances,  and  when  lovers  fail. 


172  GOLDSMITH, 

She  then  fhines  forth,  follicitous  to  blefj. 

In  all  the  glaring  impotence  of  drcfs. 

Thus  fares  the  land,  by  luxury  betrayed  ;         295 

In  nature's  fimpleft  charms  at  firft  arrayed. 

Rut  verging  to  decline,  its  fplendours  rife ; 

Us  villas  ftrike,  its  palaces  furprize ; 

While,  fcourged  by  famine  from  the  fmiling  land. 

The  mournful  peafant  leads  his  humble  band  ;  300 

And  while  he  fmks  without  one  arm  to  fave. 

The  country  blooms— a  garden  and  a  grave. 

Where  then,  ah  where,  (hall  Poverty  fefidc. 
To  'fcape  the  prefTure  of  contiguous  pride  ? 
IP  to  fome  common's  fencelefs  limits  ftrayed,    305 
He  drives  his  flock  to  pick  the  fcanty  blade, 
Thofc  fencelefs  fields  the  fons  of  wealth  divide. 
And  even  the  bare-worn  common  is  denied. 

If  to  the  city  fped— What  waits  him  there  ? 
To  fee  profafion  that  he  muft  not  fliare  ;  3^10 

To  fee  ten  thoufand  baneful  arts  combined 
To  pamper  luxury,  and  thin  mankind ; 
To  fee  each  joy  the  fons  of  pleafure  know. 
Extorted  from  his  fellow-creature's  woe. 
Here  while  the  courtier  glitters  in  brocade,      315 
There  the  pale  artill  plies  the  fickly  trade  ; 
Here  while  the  proud  their  long  drawn  pomps 

difplay. 
There  the  black  gibbet  glooms  befide  the  way. 
The  dome  where  Pleafure  holds  her  midnight  reign. 
Here,  richly  deckt,  admits  the  gorgeous  train;  320 
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Tumultuous  grandeur  crowds  the  blazing  fquare. 
The  rattling  chariots  cla(h,  the  torches  glare. 
Sure  fcenes  like  thefe  no  troubles  e'er  annoy ! 
Sure  thefe  denote  one  univerfal  joy  ! 
Are  thefe  thy  ferious  thoughts  ?— Ah,  turn  thine 

eyes  3*5 

Where  the  poor  houfelels  Ihivering  female  lies. 
She  once,  perhaps,  in  village  plenty  Weft, 
Has  wept  at  tales  of  innocence  diftreft  ; 
Her  modefl:  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn. 
Sweet  as  the  primrofe  peeps  beneath  the  thorn ;  330 
Now  loil  to  all ;  her  friends,  her  virtue  fled. 
Near  her  betrayer's  door  ihe  lays  her  head. 
And,  pinch'd  with  cold,  and  flirinking  from  the 

fhovver. 
With  heayy  heart  deplores  that  lucklefs  hour 
When  idly  firft,  ambitious  of  the  town,  33^^ 

She  left  her  wheel  and  robes  of  country  brown. 

Do  thine,  fweet  Auburn,  thine,  the  lovelieS 
train. 
Do  thy  fair  tribes  participate  her  pain  ? 
Even  now,  perhaps,  by  cold  and  hunger  led. 
At  proud  men's  doors  they  aflc  a  little  bread  1  340 

Ah,  no.     To  diftant  climes,  a  dreary  fccne. 
When  half  the  convex  world  intrudes  between. 
Through  torrid  tra6ts  with  fainting  fleps  they  go. 
Where  wild  Altama  murmurs  to  their  woe. 
Far  different  there  from  all  that  charm'd  before,  348 
The  various  terrors  of  that  horrid  fliore  ; 
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Thofe  blazing  funs  that  dart  a  downward  ray> 
And  fiercely  died  intolerable  day  ; 
Thofe  matted  woods  where  birds  forget  to  fing. 
But  filent  bats  in  drowfy  clufters  cling  ;  356 

Thofe  poifonous  fields  with  rank  luxuriance  crowned. 
Where  the  dark  fcorpion  gathers  death  around ; 
Where  at  each  ftep  the  ilranger  fears  to  wake 
The  rattling  terrors  of  the  vengeful  fnake  ; 
Where  crouching  tigers  wait  their  haplefsprey,  355 
And  favage  men,  more  murderous  flill  than  they  ; 
While  oft  in  whirls  the  jnad  tornado  flies. 
Mingling  the  ravaged  landfchape  with  the  flcles. 
Far  different  thefe  from  every  former  fcene. 
The  cooling  brook,  the  grafly  veiled  green,     36© 
The  breezy  covert  of  the  warbling  grove. 
That  only  iheltered  thefts  of  harmlefs  love. 

Good  heaven !  what  forrows  gloom'd  that  part-^ 
ing  day. 
That  called  them  from  their  native  walks  away ; 
When  the  poor  exiles,  every  pleafure  paft,       ^6^ 
Hung  round  their  bowers,  and  fondly  looked  their 

laft. 
And  took  a  long  farewell,  and  wiftied  in  vain 
For  feats  like  thefe  beyond  the  weftern  main ; 
And  fhuddering  ftill  to  face  the  dillant  deep. 
Returned  and  wept,  and  ftill  returned  to  weep.  370 
The  good  old  fire,  the  firft  prepared  to  go 
To  new-found  worlds,  and  wept  for  others  woe  ; 
But  for  himfelf,  in  confcious  virtue  brave. 
He  only  wiftied  for  worlds  beyond  the  grave. 
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His  lovely  daughter,  lovelier  in  her  tears,        375 
The  fond  companion  of  his  helplefs  years. 
Silent  went  next,  negleftful  of  her  charms. 
And  left  a  lover's  for  a  father's  arms. 
With  louder  plaints  the  mother  fpoke  her  woes. 
And  bleft  the  cot  where  every  pleafure  rofe  ;   380 
And  kill  her  thoughtlefs  babes  with  many  a  tear. 
And  clafpt  them  clofe,  in  forrow  doubly  dear ; 
Whilft  her  fond  hufband  flrove  to  lend  relief 
In  all  the  filent  manlinefs  of  grief. 

O  luxury  !  Thou  curft  by  heaven's  decree,  385 
How  ill  exchanged  are  things  like  thefc  for  thee  1 
How  do  thy  potions,  with  infidious  joy, 
Diftufe  their  pleafures  only  to  deftroy  ! 
Kingdoms,  by  thee,  to  fickly  greatnefs  grown, 
Boaft  of  a  florid  vigour  not  their  own ;  390 

At  every  draught  more  large  and  large  they  grow, 
A  bloated  mafs  of  rank  unwieldy  woe ; 
Till  fapp'd  their  Hrength,  and  every  part  unfound, 
Down,  down  they  fmk,  and  fpread  a  ruin  round. 

Even  now  the  devaftation  is  begun,  395 

And  half  the  bufmefs  of  deftrudion  done  ; 
Even  now,  methinks,  as  pondering  here  I  iland, 
I  fee  the  rural  virtues  leave  the  land : 
Down  where  yon  anchoring  vefTel  fpreads  the  fail. 
That  idly  waiting  flaps  with  every  gale,  40© 

Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band, 
Pafs  from  the  ihore,  and  darken  all  the  ftrand. 
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Contented  toil,  and  hofpitable  care. 

And  kind  connubial  tendernefs,  are  there  ; 

And  piety,  with  wifhes  placed  above,  405 

And  fteady  loyalty,  and  faithful  love. 

And  thou,  fvveet  Poetry,  thou  loveliefl:  maid. 

Still  firll  to  fly  where  fenfual  joys  invade  ; 

Unfit  in  thefe  degenerate  times  of  lhame> 

To  catch  the  heart,  or  ftrike  for  honeft  fame  ;  410 

Dear  charming  nymph,  negleded  and  decried. 

My  Ihame  in  crowds,  my  folitary  pride. 

Thou  fource  of  all  my  blifs,  and  all  my  woe. 

That  found'ft  me  poor  at  firil,  and  keep'il  me  fo  ; 

Thou  guide,  by  which  the  nobler  arts  excel,    4 1 5 

Thou  nurfe  of  every  virtue,  fare  thse  well. 

Farewell,  and  O  where'er  thy  voice  be  triedj 

On  Torno's  cliffs,  or  Pambamarca's  iide. 

Whether  where  equinodial  fervours  glow. 

Or  winter  wraps  the  polar  world  in  fnow,        420 

Still  let  thy  voice,  prevailing  over  time, 

Redrefs  the  rigours  of  the  inclement  clime  ; 

Aid  flighted  truth  with  thy  perfuafive  fl:rain. 

Teach  erring  man  to  fpurn  the  rage  of  gain; 

Teach  him,  that  ftates  of  native  ftrength  polTefl:,  42^ 

Tho*  very  poor,  may  Hill  be  very  blefl: ; 

That  trade's  proud  empire  haftes  to  fwift  decay. 

As  ocean  fweeps  the  laboured  mole  away  ; 

"While  felf-dependent  power  can  time  defy. 

As  rocks  refill  the  billows  and  the  fky.  450 
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A      BALLAD.  • 

BY    THE     SAME. 

1  URN,  gentle  hermit  of  the  dale, 
"  And  guide  my  lonely  Way, 
'*  To  where  yon  taper  cheers  the  vale, 
"  With  hofpitable  ray. 

**  For  here  forlorn  and  loft  I  tread,  5 

'*  With  fainting  fteps  and  flow ; 
"  Where  wilds,  immeafurably  fpread, 

*'  Seem  lengthening  as  I  go." 

**  Forbear,  my  fon,"  the  hermit  cries, 

"  To  tenipt  the  dangerous  gloom ;  10 

"  For  yonder  faithlefs  phantom  flies 
"  To  lure  thee  to  thy  doom. 

•«  Here  to  the  houfelefs  child  of  want 

"  My  door  is  open  ftill ; 
•»  And  tho*  my  portion  is  but  fcant,  1 5 

"  I  give  it  with  good  will. 

♦  tbe  original  idea  of  tbtt  elegant  fotm  ivax  fuggejled  hy 
m  beautiful  old  ballad^  printed  in  the  "  Relieves  of  ancient 
Englijh  pottryy'  volume  the  fu9nd. 

Vol.  II.  M 
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««  Then  turn  to-night,  and  freely  (hare 

<*  Whate'er  my  cell  beftovvs ; 
«'  My  rufhy  couch,  and  frugal  fare, 

*«  My  bleffing  and  repofe.  20 

'*  No  flocks  that  range  the  valley  free 

"  To  flaughter  I  condemn  : 
**  Taught  by  that  power  that  pities  me, 

<*  I  learn  to  pity  them. 

"  But  from  the  mountain's  grafly  fide  25 

**  A  guiltlefs  feaft  I  bring  ; 
<*  A  fcrip  with  herbs  and  fruits  fupply'd, 

*«  And  water  from  the  fpring. 

«*  Then,  pilgrim,  turn,  thy  cares  forego  ;         \ 
"  All  earth-born  cares  are  wrong  :  30 

<'  Man  wants  but  little  here  below, 
«  Nor  wants  that  little  long." 

Soft  as  the  dew  from  heav'n  defcends. 

His  gentle  accents  fell : 
The  modeft  flranger  lowly  bends,  35 

And  follows  to  the  cell. 

Far  in  a  wildernefs  obfcure 

The  lonely  manfion  lay ; 
A  refuge  to  the  neighbouring  poor. 

And  ftrangers  led  aftray.  40 
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No  (lores  beneath  its  humble  thatch 

Requir'd  a  mafter's  care  ; 
The  wicket,  opening  with  a  latch, 

Rcceiv'd  the  harmlefs  pair. 

And  now,  when  bufy  crowds  retire  45 

To  take  tlieir  evening  reft. 
The  hermit  trimmM  his  little  fire. 

And  cheer'd  his  penlive  gueft  ; 

And  fpread  his  vegetable  ftore. 

And  gayly  preft,  and  fmil'd  ;  5© 

And,  fkiird  in  legendary  lore. 

The  lingering  hours  beguil'd. 

Around  in  fympathetic  mirth 

Its  tricks  the  kitten  tries ; 
The  cricket  chirrups  in  the  hearth  ;  5  c 

The  crackling  faggot  flies. 

But  nothing  could  a  charm  impart 

To  footh  the  ftranger's  woe  ; 
For  grief  was  heavy  at  his  heart. 

And  tears  began  to  flow.  60 

His  rifing  cares  the  hermit  TpyM, 

With  anfw'ring  care  oppreft  : 
'*  And  whence,  unhappy  youth,"  he  cry'd, 

«'  The  forrows  of  thy  breaft  ? 
M  2 
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*'  From  better  habitations  fpurn'd,  6$ 

"  Reluflant  doll  thou  rove  ; 
"  Or  grieve  for  friendfhip  unretum*d, 

"  Or  unregarded  love  ? 

*'  Alas !  the  joys  that  fortune  brings 

"  Are  trifling  and  decay  ;  76 

«  And  thofe  who  prize  the  paltry  things 
**  More  trifling  ftill  than  they. 

"  And  what  is  friendfhip  but  a  name, 

<*  A  charm  that  lulls  to  fleep ; 
*'  A  fhade  that  follows  wealth  or  famcy  75 

"  But  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep  I 

"  And  love  is  Itill  an  emptier  found, 

'«  The  modern  fair  one's  j.eft, 
"  On  earth  unfeen,  or  only  found 

«  To  warm  the  turtle's  neft.  80 

•*  For  {hame,  fond  youth,  thy  forrovvs  hufli, 

"  And  fpurn  the  fex,"  he  faid  : 
But,  while  he  (poke,  a  rifing  blufh 

His  love-lorn  gueft  betray'd. 

Surpriz'd  he  fees  new  beauties  rife,  85 

Swift  mantling  to  the  view  ; 
Like  colours  o'er  the  morning  fkies. 

As  bright,  as  tranflent  too. 
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90 


The  bafhful  look,  the  rifing  breaft. 
Alternate  fpread  alarms. 

The  lovely  ftranger  Hands  confeft 
A  maid  in  all  her  charms. 


95 


106 


"  And,  ah,  forgive  a  ftranger  rude, 

"  A  wretch  forlorn,"  fhe  ery'd, 
"  Whofe  feet  unhallowed  thus  intrude 

"  Where  heaven  and  you  refide. 

"  But  let  a  maid  thy  pity  fliare, 
"  Whom  love  has  taught  to  llray  ; 

«  Who  feeks  for  reft,  but  finds  defpair 
"  Companion  of  her  way. 

«  My  father  liv'd  befide  the  Tyne, 

"  A  wealthy  lord  was  he  ; 
"  And  all  his  wealth  was  marked  as  mine, 

"  He  had  but  only  me. 

"  To  win  me  from  his  tender  arms,  105 

"  Unnumber'd  fuitors  came  5 
'*  Who  prais'd  me  for  imputed  charms, 

*'  And  felt  or  feign'd  a  flame. 

"  Each  hour  a  mercenary  crowd 

«  With  richeft  proffers  ftrove  :  no 

"  Among  the  reft  young  Edwin  bow'd, 

"  But  never  talked  of  love. 
M  z 


|82  GOLDSMITH, 

"  In  humble,  fimpleft  habit  clad, 

"  No  wealth  nor  power  had  he  ; 
"  Wifdom  and  worth  were  all  he  had,  1 15 

"  But  thefe  were  all  to  me. 

"  The  blolTom  opening  to  the  day, 

**  The  dews  of  heaven  refin'd, 
^*  Could  nought  of  purity  difplay 

"  To  emulate  his  mind.  |20 

f'  The  dew,  the  bloflbm  on  the  tree, 

"  With  charms  inconflant  fhine  ; 
^'  Their  charms  were  his,  but,  woe  to  me, 

*'  Their  conftancy  was  mine. 

f'  For  flill  I  try'd  each  fickle  art,  125 

"  Importunate  and  vain  ; 
"  And  while  his  paflion  touch'd  my  heart, 

**  I  triumphM  in  his  pain. 

"  'Till,  quite  dejet^led  with  my  fcorn, 

"  He  left  me  to  my  pride  ;  13© 

<'  And  fought  a  folitude  forlorn, 
**  In  fecret  where  he  died. 

**  But  mine  the  forrow,  mine  the  fault, 

"  And  well  my  life  fliull  pay  ; 
ff  I'll  feek  the  folitude  he  fought,  J35 

ff  And  ftretch  me  where  he  lay — 
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"  And  there  forlorn  defpairing  hid, 

"  I'll  lay  me  down  and  die  : 
**  'Tvvas  fo  for  me  that  Edwin  did, 

"  And  fo  for  him  will  I."  14© 

"  Forbid  it,  heaven !"  the  hermit  cry'd. 

And  clafp'd  her  to  his  breaft  : 
The  wondering  fair  one  turn'd  to  chide, 

'Twas  Edwin's  felf  that  preft. 

**  Turn,  Angelina,"  ever  dear,  145 

'*  My  charmer,  turn  to  fee 
**  Thy  own,  thy  long-loft  Edwin  here, 

"  Reftor'd  to  love  and  thee. 

"  Thus  let  me  hold  thee  to  my  heart, 

*'  And  ev*ry  care  refign  :  150 

"  And  ihall  we  never,  never  part, 
"  My  life, — my  all  that's  mine  ? 

•*  No,  never,  from  this  hour  to  part, 

"  We'll  live  and  love  fo  true ; 
*'  The  figh  that  rends  thy  conftant  heart,         155 

"  Shall  break  thy  Edwin's  too." 
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BY    CHARLES     CHURCHILL.* 

/xccurs'd  the  man  whom  fate  ordains,  in  (pitCj, 
And  cruel  parents  teach,  to  Read  and  Write  ! 
What  need  of  letters  ?  Wherefore  fhould  we  fpell  ? 
Why  write  our  names  ?  A  mark  will  do  as  well. 

Much  are  the  precious  hours  of  youth  mifpent  5 
In  climbing  Learning's  rugged  lleep  afcent ; 
When  to  the  top  the  bold  adventurer's  got. 
He  reigns,- vain  monarch,  o'er  a  barren  fpot. 
Whim,  in  the  vale  of  Ignorance  below. 
Folly  and  Vice  to  rank  luxuriance  grow;     19 
Honours  and  wealth  pour  in  on  ev'ry  fide. 
And  proud  Preferment  rolls  her  golden  tide. 

O'er  crabbed  authors  life's  gay  prime  to  wafte. 
To  cramp  wild  genius  in  the  chains  of  tafte. 
To  bear  the  flavifh  drudgery  of  fchools,  1 5 

And  tamely  floop  to  ev'ry  pedant's  rules^. 
For  feven  long  years  debarr'd  of  lib'ral  eafe. 
To  plod  in  college  trammels  to  degrees^ 
Beneath  the  weight  of  folemn  toys  to  groan. 
Sleep  over  books,  and  leave  mankind  unknown. 
To  praife  each  fenior  blockhead's  thread-bare  talc. 
And  laugh  till  reafon  bluih,  and  fpirits  fail. 
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Manhood  with  vile  fubmiffion  to  difgracc. 
And  cap  the  fool,  whofe  merit  is  his  Place  ; 
Vice  Chancellors,  whofe  knowledge  is  but 
fmall,  25 

And  Chancellors,  who  nothing  know  at  all, 
Ill-brook'd  the  gen'rous  Spirit,  in  thofe  days 
When  Learning  was  the  certain  road  to  praife. 
When  Nobles,  with  a  love  of  Science  blefsM, 
Approv'd  in  others  what  themfelves  poffefs'd.    30 

But  NozK)^  when  Dullness  rears   aloft  her 
throne. 
When  Lordly  Vaflals  her  wide  empire  own; 
When  Wit,  feduc'd  by  Envy,  ftarts  afide. 
And  bafely  leagues  with  Ignorance  and  Pride, 
What  N(rjj  fhould  tempt  us,  by  falfe  hopes  misled. 
Learning's  unfafhionable  paths  to  tread  ; 
To  bear  thofe  labours  which  our  Fathers  bore 
That  Crown  with-held  which  They  in  triumph 
wore  ? 

When  with  much  pains  this  boafled  Learning's 
got, 
'Tis  an  affront  to  thofe  who  have  it  not.  40 

In  fome  it  caufes  hate,  in  others  fear, 
Inftrufts  our  Foes  to  rail,  our  Friends  to  fneer. 
With  prudent  hafte  the  worldly-minded  fool 
Forgets  the  little  which  he  learn'd  at  School ; 
The  Elder  Brother,  to  vail  fortunes  bom,  45 

Looks  on  all  Science  with  an  Eye  of  Scorn ; 
Dependent  Breth'ren  the  fame  features  wear. 
And  younger  Sons  are  flupid  as  the  Heir. 
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In  Senates,  at  the  Bar,  in  Church  and  State, 
Genius  is  vile,  and  Learning  out  of  date.  50 

Is  this O  Death  to  think  !  is  this  the  Land 

Where  Merit  and  Reward  went  hand  in  hand. 
Where  Heroes,  Parent-like,  the  Poet  view*d. 
By  whom  they  faw  their  glorious  deeds  renew'd  ; 
IKhere  Poets,  true  to  Honour,  tun*d  their  lays,  55 
And  by  their  Patrons  fandlify'd  their  praife? 
is   this   the   Land   where,   on   our  Spencer'i 

t«r»gue, 
Enamour'd  of  his  voice,  Defcription  hung  ; 
Where  Johnson  rigid  gravity  beguil'd, 
Whilft  Reafon  thro'  her  Critic  fences  fmil'd  ;     60 
Where  Nature  lift'ning  flood,  whilft  Shake- 

SPEAR  play'd. 
And  wonder'd  at  the  Work  herfelf  had  made  ? 
Is  this  the  Land  where,  mindful  of  her  charge 
And  Office  high,  fair  Freedom  walk'd  at  large; 
Where,  finding  in  our  Laws  a  fure  defence,       65 
She  mock'd  at  all  reftraints,  but  thofe  of  Senfe  ; 
Where,  health  and  nonour  trooping  by  her  fide. 
She  fpread  her  facred  empire  far  and  wide  ; 
Pointed  the  way,  Afflidion  to  beguile. 
And  bade  the  Face  of  Sorrow  wear  a  fmile  ;       70 
Bade  thofe  who  dare  obey  the  gen'rous  call 
Enjoy  her  bleffings,  which  God  meant  for  all  ? 
Is  this  the  Land  where,  in  fome  Tyrant's  reign> 
When  a  <weak,  'wicked  MiniJIerial  train. 
The  tools  of  pow'r,  the  flaves  of  int'reft,plann'd  75 
Their  Country's  ruin,  and  with  bribes  unman'd 
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Thofe  wretches  who,  ordain'd  in  Freedom's  caufe. 
Gave  up  our  liberties,  and  fold  our  laws ; 
When  Pow'r  was  taught  by  Meannefs  where  to  go. 
Nor  dar'd  to  love  the  Virtue  of  a  foe  ;  80 

When,  like  a  lep'rous  plague,  from  the  foul  head 
To  the  foul  heart  her  fores  Corruption  fpread. 
Her  iron  arm  when  flern  Oppreffion  rear'd. 
And  Virtue,  from  her  broad  bafe  (haken,  fear'd 
The  fcourge  of  Vice;  when,  impotent  and  vain,  85 
Poor  Freedom  bow*d  the  neck  to  Slavery's  chain ; 
Is  this  the  Land,  where,  in  thofe  worft  of  times. 
The  hardy  Poet  rais'd  his  honeft  rimes 
To  dread  rebuke,  and  bade  controulment  fpcak 
In  guilty  blulhes  on  the  villain's  cheek  ;  90 

Bade  Pow*r  turn  pale,  kept  mighty  rogues  in  awe. 
And  made  them  fear  the  Mufe  who  fear'd  not  Law? 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  men  of  narrow  fouls. 
Whom  folly  guides  and  prejudice  controuls  ; 
Who,  one  dull  drowfy  track  of  bufmefs  trod,      95 
Worfhip  their  Mammon,  and  neglecft  their  God  ; 
Who,  breathing  by  one  muily  fee  of  rules. 
Dote  from  the  birth,  and  are  by  fyftem  fools ; 
Who,  form'd  to  dullnefs  from  their  very  youth. 
Lies  of  the  day  prefer  to  Gofpel-truth  ;  100 

pick  up  their  little  knowledge  from  Reviews, 
And  lay  out  all  their  ftock  of  faith  in  news  : 
How  do  I  laugh,  when  Creatures,  form'd  like  thefc. 
Whom  Reafon  fcorni,  and  I  Ihould  blu(h  to  pleafc. 
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Hail  at  all  lib'ral  arts,  deem  verfe  a  crime,       105 
And  hold  not  Truth  as  Truth  if  told  in  rime ! 

How  do  I  laugh,  when  P  u  b  l  1  u  s ,  hoary  grown 
In  zeal  for  Scotland's  wellfare,  and  his  own. 
By  flow  degrees,  and  courfe  of  office,  drawn 
In  mood  and  figure  at  the  helm  to  yawn,  i  lo 

Too  mean  (the  worH  of  curfes  Heav'n  can  fend) 
To  have  a  foe,  too  proud  to  have  a  friend. 
Erring  by  form,  which  Blockheads  facred  hold, 
Ne'er  making  new  faults,  and  ne'er  mending  old. 
Rebukes  my  Spirit,  bids  the  daring  Mufe        115 
Subjefts  more  equal  to  her  weaknefs  chufe  ; 
Bids  her  frequent  the  haunts  of  humble  fwains. 
Nor  dare  to  traffick  \s{  ambitious  flrains  ; 
Bids  her,  indulging  the  poetic  whim 
In  quaint-wrought  Ode,  or  Sonnet  pertly  trim,  120 
Along  the  Church-way  path  complain  with  Gray, 
Or  dance  with  Mason  on  the  firft  of  May  ! 
'*  All  facred  is  the  name  and  pow'r  of  Kings ; 
•*  Ail  States  and  Statefmen  are  thofe  mighty  Things 
♦*  Which,  howfoe'erthey  oat  of  courfe  may  roll,  125 
•'  Were  never  made  for  Poets  to  controul." 

Peace,  Peace,  thou  Dotard,  nor  thus  vilely  deem 
Of  Sacred  Numbers,  and  their  pow'r  blafpheme  ; 
I  tell  thee.  Wretch,  fearch  all  Creation  round. 
In  Earth,  in  Heav'n,  no  Subjedl  can  be  found  1 30 
(Our  God  alone  except)  above  whofe  weight 
The  Poet  cannot  rife,  and  hold  his  State. 
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The  bleffed  Saints  above  in  numbers  fpeak 

The  praife  of  God,  tho'  there  all  praife  is  weak ; 

In  Numbers  here  below  the  Bard  Ihall  teach    135 

Virtue  to  foar  beyond  the  Villain's  reach  ; 

Shalltear  his  lab'ring  lungs,  drain  his  hoarfe  throat. 

And  raife  his  voice  beyond  the  trumpet's  note. 

Should  an  afflifled  Country,  aw'd  by  men 

Of  flavifli  principles,  demand  his  pen.  140 

This  is  a  great,  a  glorious  point  of  view. 

Fit  for  an  Englifh  Poet  to  purfue, 

Undaunted  to  purfue,  tho',  in  return. 

His  writings  by  the  common  Hangman  burn. 

How  do  T  laugh,  when  men,  by  fortune  plac'd  145 
Above  their  Betters,  and  by  rank  difgrac'd. 
Who  found  their  pride  on  titles  which  they  Aain, 
And,  mean  themfelves,  are  of  their  Fathers  vain. 
Who  would  a  bill  of  privilege  prefer. 
And  treat  a  Poet  like  a  Creditor,  1  jo 

The  gen'rous  ardour  of  the  Mufe  condemn. 
And  curfe  the  ftorm  they  know  muft  break  on  them ! 
"  What,  fliall  a  reptile  Bard,  a  wretch  unknown, 
**  Without  one  badge  of  merit,  but  his  own, 
**  Great  Nobles  lafh,  and  Lordsf  like  common  men, 
<*  Smart  from  the  vengeance  of  a  Scribbler's  pen  V* 

What's  in  the  name  of  Lord^  that  I  fliould  fear 
To  bring  their  vices  to  the  public  ear  ? 
Flows  not  the  honeft  blood  of  humble  fwains 
Quick  as  the  tide  which  fwells  a  Monarch's  veins  j 
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Monarchs,  who  wealth  and  titles  can  beftow. 
Cannot  make  Virtues  in  facceffion  flow. 
Would'ft  Thou,  Proud  Man,  be  fafely  plac'd  above 
The  cenfure  of  the  Mufe,  deferve  her  Love, 
Aft  as  thy  Birth  demands,  as  Nobles  ought ;   165 
Look  back,  and,  by  thy  worthy  Father  taught. 
Who  carrHd  thofe  Honours  Thou  wert  ^^r«  to  wear. 
Follow  his  fteps,  and  be  his  Virtue's  heir. 
But  if,  regardlefs  of  the  road  to  Fame, 
You  ftart  afide,  and  tread  the  paths  of  Ihame,    170 
If  fuch  thy  life,  that  fhould  thy  Sire  arife, 
The  fight  of  fuch  a  Son  would  blaft  his  eyes. 
Would  make  him  curfe  the  hour  which  gave  Thee 

birth. 
Would  drive  him,  fhudd'ring,  from  the  face  of  earth. 
Once  more,  with  Ihame  and  forrow,  *mongft  the  dead 
In  endlefs  night  to  hide  his  rev'rend  head  j 
If  fuch  thy  life,  tho'  Kings  had  made  thee  morft 
Than  ever  King  a  fcoundrel  made  before. 
Nay,  to  allow  thy  pride  a  deeper  fpring, 
Tho'  God  in  vengeance  had  made  Thee  a  King,  180 
Taking  on  Virtue's  wing  her  daring  flight. 
The  Mufe  fhould  drag  thee  trembling  to  the  light. 
Probe  thy  foul  wounds,  and  lay  thy  bofom  bare 
To  the  keen  queftion  of  the  fearching  air. 

Gods !  with  what  pride  I  fee  the  titled  flave,  1 85 
Who  fmarts  beneath  the  llroke  which  Satire  gave. 
Aiming  at  eafe,  and  with  diflionell  art 
Striving  to  hide  the  feelings  of  his  heart ! 
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How  do  I  laugh,  when,  with  affected  air, 
(Scarce  able  thro*  defpite  to  keep  his  chair,    i^ 
Whillt  on  his  trembling  lip  pale  anger  fpeaks. 
And  the  chaf  *d  blood  flies  mounting  to  his  cheeks) 
He  talks  of  Confcience,  which  good  men  fecures 
From  all  thofe  evil  moments  guilt  endures. 
And  feems  to  laugh  at  thofe  who  pay  regard    195 
To  the  wild  ravings  of  a  frantic  bard  I 
"  Satire,  whilft  envy  and  ill-humour  fway 
**  The  mind  of  man,  mull  always  make  her  way; 
"  Nor  to  a  bofom,  with  difcretion  fraught, 
"  Is  all  her  malice  worth  a  fingle  thought.       200 
**  The  Wife  have  not  the  will,  nor  Fools  the  pow'.r 
"  To  flop  her  headftrong  courfe  ;  within  the  hour* 
*'  Left  to  herfelf,  fhe  dies ;  oppofing  Strife 
**  Gives  her  frefh  vigour,  and  prolongs  her  life. 
"  All  things  her  prey,  and  ev*ry  man  her  aim,  21  J; 
*'  1  can  no  patent  for  exemption  claim, 
**  Nor  would  I  wifh  to  Hop  that  harmlefs  dart 
*'  Which  plays  around,  but  cannot  wound  my  heart; 
"  Tho'  pointed  at  myfelf,  be  Satire  free; 
"  To  Her  'tis  pleafure  and  no  pain  to  Me.'*    210 
Diffembling  Wretch  !  hence  to  the  Stoic  fchoOl, 
And  there  amongll  thy  breth'ren  play  the  fool ; 
There,  unrebuk'djthefe  wild,  vain  doi^rines  preach: 
Lives  there  a  A'lan,  whom  Satire  cannot  reach i* 
Lives  there  a  Man,  who  calmly  can  Hand  by,  14  j 
And  fee  his  confcience  ripp'd  with  fteady  eye  i 
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When  Satire  flies  abroad  on  Falfliood's  wing^ 
Short  is  her  life,  and  impotent  her  fling  ; 
But,  when  to  Truth  allied,  the  wound  fhe  gives 
Sinks  deep,  and  to  remotefl  ages  lives.  220 

When  in  the  tomb  thy  pamperM  flefh  (hall  rot. 
And  e'en  by  friends  thy  mem'ry  be  forgot. 
Still  fhalt  Thou  live,  recorded  for  thy  crimes. 
Live  in  her  page,  and  ftink  to  after-times. 

Haft  Thou  no  feeling  yet  ?  Come,  throw  off  pride. 
And  own  thofe  pafTions  which  Thou  fhalt  not  hide. 

S ,  who,  from  the  moment  of  his  birth. 

Made  human  Nature  a  reproach  on  earth. 
Who  never  dar'd,  nor  wilh'd  behind  to  ftay. 
When  Folly,  Vice,  and  Meannefs,  led  the  way,  236 
Would  blufh,  fhould  he  be  told,  by  Truth  and  Wit, 
Thofe  aftions  which  he  blufn*d  not  to  commit : 
Men  the  moft  infamous  are  fond  of  fame,     - 
And  thofe  who  fear  not  guilt,  yet  flart  at  fhame. 

But  whither  runs  my  zeal,  whofe  rapid  force,  435 
Turning  the  brain,  bears  Reafon  from  her  courfe ; 
Carries  me  back  to  times,  when  Poets,  blefs'd 
With  courage,  grac'd  the  Science  they  profefs'd  ; 
When  They,  in  Honour  rooted,  firmly  flood 
The  bad  to  punifh,  and  reward  the  good  ;        2\9 
When,  to  a  flame  by  Public  Virtue  wrought. 
The  foes  of  Freedom  They  to  juftice  brought. 
And  dar'd  expofe  thofe  flaves,  who  dar'd  fupport 
A  Tyrant  plan,  and  call'd  themfelves  a  Court  ? 
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Ah  !  What  are  Poets  now  ?  as  flavifh  thofe     245 
Who  deal  in  Verfe  as  tliofe  who  deal  in  Piofe. 
Is  there  an  Author,  fearch  the  Kingdom  round. 
In  whom  true  worth  and  real  Spirit's  found  f 
The  Slaves  of  Bookfellers,  or  (doom'd  by  Fate 
To  bafer  chains)  vile  penfioners  of  State  ;         250 
Some,  dead  to  fhame,  and  of  thofe  (hackles  proud 
Which  Honour  fcorns,  for  flav'ry  roar  aloud ; 
Others,  half^palfied  only,  mutes  become. 
And  what  makes  Smollet  write  makes  John- 
son dumb. 
Why  turns  yon*  villain  pale  ?  why  bends  his  eye 
Inward,  abafliM,  when  Murphy  paiTes  by? 
Doft  Thou  fage  Murphy  for  a  blockhead  take. 
Who  wages  war  with  vice  for  Virtue's  fake  ? 
No,  No— like  other  Worldlings^  you  will  find 
He  fhifcs  his  fails,  and  catches  ev'ry  wind  .      260 
His  foul  the  fhock  of  int'reft  can't  endure  : 
Give  him  a  penfion  then,  and  fin  fecure. 

With  laurell'd  wreaths  the  flatt'rcr's  brows  adorn. 
Bid  Virtue  crouch,  bid  Vice  exalt  her  horn. 
Bid  Cowards  thrive,  put  honefty  to  flight,        265 
Murphy  fhall  prove,  or  try  to  prove  it  righi. 
Try,  thou  State- Juggler,  ev'ry  paltry  art, 
Ranfack  the  inmoft  clofet  of  my  heart. 
Swear  Thou'rt  my  Friend;  by  that  bafe  oath  make 

way 
Into  my  breaft,  and  flatter  to  betray  ;  270 

Vol.  II.  N 
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Or,  if  thofe  tricks  are  vain,  if  wholefome  doubt 
DeteAs  the  fraud,  and  points  the  Villain  out. 
Bribe  thofe  who  daily  at  my  board  are  fed. 
And  make  them  take  my  life  who  eat  my  bread  ; 
On  Authors  for  defence,  for  praife  depend ;      275 
Pay  him  but  well,  and  Murphy  is  thy  friend. 
He,  He  (hall  ready  (land  with  venal  rimes. 
To  varnifli  guilt  and  confecrate  thy  crimes. 
To  make  corruption  in  falfe  colours  fhine. 
And  damn  his  own  good  name,  to  refcue  thine.  280 

But,  if  thy  niggard  hands  their  gifts  with-hold. 
And  Vice  no  longer  rains  down  fliow'rs  of  gold, 
Exped  no  mercy ;  fa6ts,  well  grounded,  teach. 
Murphy,  if  not  rewarded,  will  impeach. 
What  tho'  each  man  of  nice  and  jufter  thought,  285 
Shunning  his  fteps,  decrees,  by  Honour  taught. 
He  ne*er  can  be  a  Friend  who  floops  fo  low 
To  be  the  bafe  betrayer  of  a  foe  ; 
What  tho',  with  thine  together  link'd,  his  name 
Mull  be  with  thine  tranfmitted  down  to  ihame,  290 
To  ev*ry  manly  feeling  callous  grown. 
Rather  than  not  blaft  thine,  he'll  blafl  his  own. 

To  ope  the  fountain  whence  Sedition  fp rings. 
To  flander  Government  and  libel  Kings, 
With  Freedom's  name  to  ferve  a  prefent  hour,  295 
Tho'  born  and  bred  to  arbitrary  pow'r. 
To  talk  of  William  with  infidious  art. 
Whim  a  vile  Stuart's  lurking  in  his  heart. 
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And,  whilft  mean  Envy  rears  her  loathfome  head, 
Flatt'ring  the  living,  to  abufe  the  dead,  300 

Where  is  S  h  e  b  b  e  ar  e  ?  O,  let  not  foul  reproach. 
Travelling  thither  in  a  City-Coach, 
The  Pill'ry  dare  to  name  ;  the  whole  intent 
Of  that  Parade  was  Fame,  not  Puniihment ; 
And  that  old,  (launch  Whig,  Beardmore,  (land- 
ing by. 
Can  in  full  Court  give  that  report  the  Lye. 

With  rude  unnat'ral  jargon  to  fupport, 
Ha\(Scotc/jy  ha\f  Kn^lijhf  a  declining  Court, 
To  make  mod  glaring  contraries  unite. 
And  prove,  beyond  difpute,  that  black  is  white,  3  id 
To  make  firm  Honour  tamely  league  with  (hame. 
Make  Vice  and  Virtue  di(Fer  but  in  name. 
To  prove  that  Chains  and  Freedom  are  but  one. 
That  to  be  fav'd  mud  mean  to  be  undone. 
Is  there  not  Guthrie?  Who,  like  him,  can  call  315 
All  Oppofites  to  proof,  and  conquer  all  ? 
He  calls  forth  living  waters  from  the  rock ; 
He  calls  forth  children  from  the  barren  dock ; 
He,  far  beyond  the  fprings  of  Nature  led. 
Makes  Women  bring  forth  after  they  are  dead ;  3  20 
He,  on  a  curious,  new,  and  happy  plan. 
In  IFeiilock's  facred  bands  joins  Man  to  Man  ; 
And,  to  complete  the  whole,  mod  drange,  but  true, 
By  fome  rare  magic  makes  them  fruitful  too, 
Whild  from  their  loins,  in  the  due  courfe  of  years,  325 
Flows  the  rich  blood  of  Guthrie's  Enghjh  Peers. 
N  2 
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Doft  Thou  contrive  fome  blacker  deed  of  (hame. 
Something  which  Nature  fhudders  but  to  name. 
Something  which  makes  the  Soul  of  man  retreat. 
And  the  tife-blood  run  backward  to  her  feat  ?  335 
Doft  Thou  contrive,  for  fome  bafe  private  end. 
Some  felfilh  view,  to  hang  a  trufting  friend. 
To  lure  him  on,  e'en  to  his  parting  breath. 
And  promife  life  to  work  him  furer  death  ? 
Grown  old  in  villany,  and  dead  to  grace>         335 
Hell  in  his  heart,  and  Tyburn  e  in  his  face. 
Behold,  a  Parfon  at  thy  Elbow  ftands, 
Low'ring  damnation,  and  with  open  hands 
Ripe  to  betray  his  Saviour  for  reward  ; 
The  Atheift  Chaplain  of  an  Atheift  Lord.        340 

Bred  to  the  Church,  and  for  the  gown  decreed. 
Ere  it  was  known  that  I  (hould  learn  to  read  ; 
Tho'  that  was  nothing,  for  my  Friends,  who  knew 
What  mighty  DuUnefs  of  itfelf  could  do. 
Never  deiign'd  me  for  a  working  Priell,  345 

But  hop*d  I  ihould  have  been  a  Dean  at  leaft  ; 
Condemn'd  (like  many  more,  and  worthier  men. 
To  whom  I  pledge  the  fervice  of  my  pen) , 
Condemn'd  (whilft  proud,  and  pamper'd  Sons  of 

Lawn, 
Cramra'd  to  the  throat,  in  lazy  plenty  yawn)   350 
In  pomp  of  renj'rend  hegg^ry  to  appear. 
To  pray,  and  ilarve  on  forty  pounds  a-year ; 
My  Friends,  who  never  felt  the  galling  load. 
Lament  that  I  forfook  the  Packhorfe  road. 
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Whilft  Virtue  to  my  conduft  witnefs  bears,       355 
In  throwing  off  that  gown  which  Francis  wears. 

What  Creature's  that,  fo  very  pert  and  prim  ; 
So  very  full  of  foppery  and  whim  ; 
So  gentle,  yet  fo  brifk  ;  fo  wondrous  fweet. 
So  fit  to  prattle  at  a  lady's  feet ;  360 

Who  looks  as  he  the  Lord's  rich  vineyard  trod. 
And  by  his  Garb  appears  a  man  of  God  ? 
Truft  not  to  looks,  nor  credit  outward  Ihow ; 
The  villain  lurks  beneath  the  cajjbck'd  Beau  ; 
That's  an  Informer  ;  what  avails  the  name  ?     365 
Suffice  it  that  the  wretch  from  Sodom  came. 

His  tongue  is  deadly from  his  prefence  run, 

Unlefs  thy  rage  would  wiih  to  be  undone. 

No  ties  can  hold  him,  no  afFedtion  bind. 

And  Fear  alone  reftrains  his  cownrd  mind;      370 

Free  him  from  that,  no  Monfter  is  fo  fell. 

Nor  is  fo  fure  a  blood-hound  found  in  hell. 

His  filken  fmiles,  his  hypocritic  air. 

His  meek  demeanour,  plaufible  and  fair. 

Are  only  worn  to  pave  Fraud's  eaficr  way,      375 

And  make  guU'd  Virtue  fall  a  furer  prey. 

Attend  his  Church--. — his  plg^n  gf  doftrine  view— 

The  Preacher  is  a  ChrilHan,  dull,  but  true  ; 

But  when  the  hallow'd  hour  of  preaching's  o'er. 

That  plan  of  do6trine's  never  thought  of  more ;  3S0 

Christ  is  laid  by  neglcdled  on  the  Ihelf, 

And  the  vile  Prieil  is  Gofpel  to  himfelf. 

N3 
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ByCtELAND  tutor'd,  and  with  B l a c o w  bred, 
(Blacow,  whom,  by  a  brave  refentment  led, 
Oxford,  if  Oxford  had  not  funk  in  fame,   385 
Ere  this,  had  damn'd  to  everlafting  Ihame) 
Their  fteps  he  follows,  and  their  crimes  partakes. 
To  Virtue  loft,  to  Vice  alone  he  wakes, 
Moft  lufciously  declaims  'gainft  lufcious  themes. 
And,  whilft  he  rails  at  blafphcmy,  blafphemes.  390 

Are  thefe  the  Arts  which  Policy  fupplies  ? 
Are  thefe  the  fteps  by  which  grave  Churchmen  rife  ? 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n  !  or,  ftiould  it  turn  out  fo. 
Let  Me,  and  Mine,  continue  mean  and  low. 
Such  be  their  Arts  whom  Intereft  controuls ;    395 
KiDGELL  and  I  have  free  and  honeft  fouls : 
We  fcorn  Preferment  which  is  gain'd  by  Sin, 
And  will,  tho*  poor  without,  have  peace  within. 


CHIT-CHAT. 

AN  IMITATION  OF  THEOCRITUS. 

Idyll.  XV.  I,^o*  n$«|noa,  &c. 

BY    ROBBRT    LLOYD,* 
MRS.    BROWN. 

Is  Miftrcfs  Scot  at  home,  my  dear? 

SERVANT. 

Ma'm,  is  it  you  ?  I'm  glad  you're  here. 

My  Mljfefs^  tho*  refolv'd  to  wait. 

Is  quite  vitpatient — 'tis  fo  late. 

She  fancy'd  you  would  not  come  down, 

— But  pray  walk  in,  MA'M—Mrs.  Brown. 

MRS.    SCOT. 

Your  fervant.  Madam.    Well,  I  fwear 
I'd  giv'n  you  over— Child,  a  chair. 
Pray,  Ma'm,  be  feated. 

MRS.    BROWN. 

Lard  !  my  dear, 
I  vow  I'm  almoft  dead  with  fear. 
There  is  (uch/crouging  and  (ach /^Meegiftg^ 
The  folks  are  all  fo  difobliging ; 
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And  then  the  waggons,  carts  and  drays 

So  clog  up  all  thefe  narrow  ways. 

What  with  the  buftle  and  the  throng*  15 

J  wonder  how  T  got  along. 

Befides  the  walk  is  (o  immenfe — 

Not  that  I  grudge  a  coach  expence. 

But  then  it  jumbles  me  to  death, 

—And  I  was  always  fliort  of  breaih.  20 

How  can  you  live  fo  far,  my  dear  ? 

It's  quite  a  journey  to  come  herp. 

MRS.    SCOT. 

Lard  !  Ma'm,  I  left  it  all  to  Hintj 

Hufbands,  you  know,  will  have  their  whim. 

He  took  this  houfe.— This  houfe  !  this  den.-r-  25 

See  but  the  temper  of  feme  men. 

And  I,  forfooth,  am  hither  hurl'd. 

To  live  (luite  out  of  all  the  v:orld, 

Hulband,  indeed  I 

MRS.    BROWN. 

Hift  !  lower,  pray. 
The  child  hears  every  word  you  fay.  30 

See  how  he  looks— 

MRS.    SCOT. 

Jacky^  come  here. 
There's  a  good  boy,  look  up,  my  dear. 
'Twas  not  papa  we  talk'd  about. 
• — Surely  he  cannot  find  it  outv 
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MRS.    BROWN. 

See  how  the  urchin  holds  his  hands.  35 

Upon  my  life  he  underftands. 
. — There's  a  fweet  child,  come,  kifs  me,  come. 
Will  Jacky  have  a  fugar-plumb  ? 

MRS.     SCOT. 

This  Perfon,  Madam,  (call  him  fo. 

And  then  the  child  will  never  know)  40 

From  houfe  to  houfe  would  ramble  out. 

And  every  night  a  drunken-bout. 

For  at  a  tavern  he  will  fpend 

His  twenty  Ihillings  with  a  friend. 

Your  rabbits  fricafleed  and  chicken,  45 

With  curious  choice  of  dainty  picking. 

Each  night  got  ready  at  the  Crovon^ 

With  port  and  punch  to  wafh  'em  down. 

Would  fcarcely  ferve  this  belly-glutton, 

Whilft  we  muft  ftarve  on  mutton,  mutton.  50 

MRS.     BROWN. 

My  good  man  too — Lord  blefs  us !  Wives 

Are  born  to  lead  unhappy  lives,-— 

Altho'  his  profits  bring  him  clear 

Almoft  two  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

Keeps  me  of  cafh  fo  Ihort  and  bare,  55 

That  /  have  not  a  govon  to  wear ; 

Except  my  robe,  and  yellow  fack. 

And  this  old  lutellring  on  my  back. 
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— But  vveVe  no  time,  my  dear,  to  wafte. 

Come,  whereas  your  cardinal,  make  hade.  So 

The  King,  God  biefs  his  majefty,  1  fay, 

G-oes  to  the  houfe  of  lords  to-day. 

In  a  fine  painted  poach  and  eight> 

And  rides  along  in  all  his  Hate. 

And  tlien  the  Qu  e  e  n— — 

MRS.     SCOT. 

Aye,  aye,  you  know,    % 
Great  folks  can  always  make  ^  fhpw. 

Sut  tell  me,  do I've  never  feen 

Her  prefent  majefty,  the  Qu e  e  n. 

MRS.     BROWN. 

i,ard  I  we've  no  time  for  talking  now. 

Hark  1 — one — two — three 'tis  tnvelve  I  vow.  70 

MRS.    SCOT. 

KrTTY,  my  things, — I'll  foon  have  done. 

It's  time  enough,  you  know,  at  me, 

— Why,  girl !  fee  how  the  creature  ftands  \ 

Some  water  here,  to  wafli  my  hands. 

— Be  quick — why  fore  the  gipfy  fleeps  I  75 

— Look  how  the  drawling  daudle  creeps. 

That  bafon  there— why  don't  you  pour  ? 

Go  on,  I  fay — flop,  flop— no  more —    • 

Lud  I  I  could  beat  the  hufTey  down. 

She's  pour'd  it  all  upon  my  gown.  80 

— Bring  me  my  ruffles— can'ft  not  mind  ? 

And  pin  my  handkerchief  behind. 
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Sure  thou  haft  aukwardnefs  enough. 

Go — fetch  my  gloves,  and  fan,  and  muff. 

— Well,  heav'n  be  prais'd — this  work  is  done,  85 

I'm  ready  now,  my  dear — let's  run. 

Girl, — put  that  bottle  on  the  (hclf. 

And  bring  me  back  the  key  yourfelf. 

MRS.     BROWN. 

That  clouded  filk  becomes  you  much, 

I  wonder,  how  you  meet  with  fuch,  90 

But  you've  a  charming  tafte  in  drefs. 

What  might  it  coft  you.  Madam  ? 

MRS.     SCOT. 

Guefs. 

MRS.     BROWN. 

Oh  !  that's  impoflible — for  I 

Am  in  the  world  the  worfl  to  buy.  ^^ 

MRS.    SCOT. 

I  never  love  to  bargain  hard. 
Five  fhillings,  as  I  think,  a  yard. 
— I  was  afraid  it  Ihould  be  gone — 
'Twas  what  I'd  fet  my  heart  upon. 

MRS.     BROWN. 

Indeed  you  bargain'd  with  fuccefs. 

For  its  a  moft  delightful  drefs.  ,  loo 

Befides,  it  fits  you  to  a  hair. 

And  then  'tis  flop'd  with  fuch  an  air. 
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MRS.     SCOT. 

I'm  glad  you  think  fo, — Kitiy^  here. 

Bring  me  my  cardinal,  my  dear. 

Jacly^  my  love,  nay  don't  you  cry,  105 

Take^tr«  abroad  1 — indeed  not  I ; 

For  all  the  Eugahoes  to  fi  ight  ye — 

Befides,  the  naughty  horfe  will  bite  ye  ; 

With  fuch  a.  mob  about  the  ftreet, 

Blefs  me,  they'll  tread  you  under  feet.  1 10 

Whine  as  you  pleafe,  I'll  have  no  blame. 

You'd  better  blubber,  than  be  lanae. 

The  more  you  cry,  the  leis  you'll 

Come,  come  then,  give  mamma  a  kifs. 

Kitty,  I  fay,  here  take  the  boy,  115 

And  fetch  him  down  the  lail  new  to)^. 
Make  him  as  merry  as  you  can. 

There,  go  to  Kitty there's  a  man. 

Call  in  the  dog,  and  fhut  the  door* 
Now,  Ma*m. 

MRS,     BROWN. 

.  Oh  lard  ! 

MRS,     BROWN. 

Pray  go  before.  \  20 

MRS.     BROWN. 

I  can't  indeed,  now. 

MRS.     SCOT. 

Madam,  pray. 
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MRS.     BROWN. 

Well  then,  for  once,  I'll  lead  the  way. 

MRS.     SCOT. 

Lattl !  what  an  uproar !  what  a  throng  t 

How  fhall  we  do  to  get  along  ? 

What  will  become  of  us  ? — look  here,  i  jj 

Here's  all  the  king's  horfe-guards,  my  dear. 

Let  us  crofs  over — hafte,  be  quick. 

— Pray  fir,  take  care^*-your  horfe  will  kick. 

He']l  kill  his  rider— he's  fo  wild. 

—I'm  glad  I  did  not  bring  the  child.  ijo 

MRS.     BROWN. 

Don't  be  afraid,  my  dear,  come  on. 
Why  don't  you  fee  the  guards  are  gone  ? 

M  R  S  .     S  C  0  T . 

Well,  I  begin  to  draw  ray  breath ; 

But  I  was  almoft  fcar'd  to  death. 

For  when  a  horfe  rears  up  and  capers,  135 

It  always  puts  me  in  the  vapours. 

For  as  I  live, — nay  don't  you  laugh, 

I'd  rather  fee  a  toad  by  half. 

They  kick  and  prance,  and  look  fo  bold. 

It  makes  my  very  blood  run  cold.  14© 

But  let's  go  forward— come,  be  quick. 

The  crowd  again  grows  vaftly  thick. 

MRS.     BROWN. 

Come  you  from  Palace-yard^  old  dame  ? 
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OLD    WOMAN. 

Troth,  do  I,  my  young  ladies,  why  ? 

MRS.     BROWN. 

Was  it  much  crouded  when  you  came  ?  14,^ 

MRS.     SCOT. 

And  is  his  majefty  gone  by  ? 

MRS.     BROWN. 

Can  we  get  in,  old  lady,  pray 
To  fee  him  robe  himfelf  to-day  ? 

MRS.     SCOT. 

Can  you  direft  us,  dame  f 

OLD    WOMAN. 

Endeavour, 
Troy  could  not  fland  a  iiege  for  ever.  15^ 

By  frequent  trying,  Troy  was  won. 
All  things,  by  trying,  may  be  done. 

MRS.  BROWN. 

Go  thy  ways.  Proverbs— well — fhe's  gone— 
Shall  we  turn  back,  or  venture  on  ? 
Look  how  the  folks  prefs  on  before,  155 

And  throng  impatient  at  the  door. 

MRS.  SCOT. 

Perdigious !  I  can  hardly  Hand, 

Lord  blefs  me,  Mrs.  Brown,  your  hand; 

And  you,  my  dear,  take  hold  of  hers. 

For  we  muft  flick  as  clofe  as  burrs,  16a 

Or  in  this  racket,  noife  and  pother. 

We  certainly  Ihall  lofe  each  other. 
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—Good  God  !  my  cardinal  and  facie 

Are  almoft  torn  from  off  my  back. 

Lard,  I  fliall  faint— Oh  Liid — my  bread —      16; 

Tm  crolh*d  to  atoms,  I  protefl. 

God  blefs  me — I  have  dropt  my  fan, 

— Pray  did  you  fee  it,  honeft:  man  ? 

MAN. 

I,  madam  !  no,— -indeed,  I  fea-r 
You'll  meet  with  fome  misfortune  here.  1^ 

—Stand  back,  I  fay — pray,  fir,  forbears- 
Why,  don't  you  fee  the  ladies  there  ? 
Put  yourfelves  under  my  direftion. 
Ladies,  I'll  be  your  fafe  protection. 

MRS.     SCOT. 

You're  very  kind,  fir  ;  truly  few  i^ 

Are  half  fo  complaifant  as  you. 

We  fliall  be  glad  at  any  day 

This  obligation  to  repay. 

And  you'll  be  always  fure  to  meet 

A  welcome,  fir,  in — Lard  !  the  ftreet  1)9 

Bears  fuch  a  name,  I  can't  tell  how 

To  tell  him  where  I  live,  I  vow. 

— Mercy  !  what's  all  this  noife  and  flir  ? 

Pray  is  the  Ki  n  c  a  coming,  fir  ? 

MAN. 

No — don't  you  hear  the  people  fliout  ?  1<^ 

*Tis  Mr.  Pitt,  juft^^j/ff^  out. 
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MRS.    BROWN. 

Aye,  there  he  goes,  pray  heav'n  blefs  him  I 
Well  may  the  people  all  carefs  him. 

Lord,  how  my  hu(band  us'd  to  lit. 
Arid  drink  fuccefs  to  honeft  Pitt,  ipcf 

And,  happy  o'er  his  evening  cheer. 
Cry,  you  Ihall  pledge  this  toaft,  my  dear. 

MAN. 

Hift — filence— don't  you  hear  the  drumming  ? 
Now,  ladies,  now,  the  King's  a  coming. 
There,  don't  you  fee  the  guards  approach  ?      igf 

MRS.     BROWN. 

Which  is  the  King  ? 

MRS.     SCOT. 

Which  is  the  coach  ? 

SCOTCHMAN. 

Which  is  the  noble  Earl  of  Bute  ? 

Geud-faith,  I'll  gi  him  a  falute. 

For  he's  the  Laird  ofaiv  our  clan^ 

Troth,  he's  a  bonny  muckle  mant  20® 

MAN. 

Here  comes  the  Coach,  fo  very  flow 
As  if  it  ne'er  was  made  to  go. 
In  all  the  gingerbread  of  ftate. 
And  daggering  under  its  own  weight, 

MRS.     SCOT. 

Upon  my  word,  it's  monfirom  fine  !  205 

Would  half  the  gold  upon't  were  mine  \ 
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How  gaudy  all  the  gilding  (hews ! 

It  puts  one's  eyes  out  as  it  goes. 

What  a  rich  glare  of  various  hues ! 

What  {hining  yellows,  fcarlets,  blues  !  210 

It  muft  have  coft  a  heavy  price  ; 

'Tis  like  a  mountain  drawn  by  mice. 

MRS.     BROWN. 

So  painted,  gilded,  and  fo  large, 

Blefs  me  !  'tis  like  my  lord  mayor's  barge. 

And  fo  it  is — look  how  it  reels !  215 

'Tis  nothing  elfe— a  barge  on  wheels. 

MAN. 

Large  !  it  can't  pafs  St.  Jameses  gate. 

So  big  the  coach,  the  arch  fo  flrait. 

It  might  be  made  to  rumble  thro*. 

And  pafs  as  other  coaches  do,  820 

Could  they  a  ^^-coachman  get 

So  mod  prepofterously  fit. 

Who'd  undertake  (and  no  rare  thing) 

Without  a  head^  to  drive  the  king. 

MRS.     SCOT. 

Lard  !  what  are  thofe  two  ugly  things  225 

There — with  their  hands  upon  the  fprings. 
Filthy,  as  ever  eyes  beheld. 
With  naked  breads,  and  faces  fwell'd  ? 
What  could  the  faucy  maker  mean. 
To  put  fuch  things  to  fright  the  Queen  ?       230 
Vol.  II.  O 
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MAN. 

Oh  !  they  are  Gods,  Ma'am,  which  you  fee, ' 

Of  the  Marine  Society, 

TritottSy  which  in  the  ocean  dwell. 

And  only  rife  to  blow  their  Ihell. 

MRS.     SCOT. 

Gods,  d'ye  call  thofe  filthy  men  ?  235 

Why  don't  they  go  to  fea  again  ? 
Pray,  tell  me,  fir,  you  underftand. 
What  do  thefe  Tritons  do  on  land  ? 

MRS.     BROWN. 

And  what  are  they  ?  thofe  hindmoft  things. 
Men,  fifli,  and  birds,  with  flefh,  fcales,  wings  ?  240 

MAN. 

Oh,  they  are  Gods  too,  like  the  others. 

All  of  one  family  and  brothers. 

Creatures,  which  feldom  come  a-fhore. 

Nor  feen  about  the  King  before. 

For  S/jow,  they  wear  theycllow  Hue^  245 

Their  proper  colour  is  True-blue* 

MRS.     SCOT. 

Lord  blefs  us !  what's  this  noife  about  ? 

Lord,  what  a  tumult  and  a  rout ! 

How  the  folks  holla,  hifs,  and  hoot ! 

Well — Heav'n  preferve  the  Earl  of  But  1 !  250 

I  cannot  ftay,  indeed,  not  I, 

If  there's  a  riot  I  (hall  die. 
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Let's  make  for  any  houfe  we  can. 
Do — give  us  ftielter,  honeft  man. 

MRS.     BROWN. 

I  wonder'd  where  you  was,  my  dear,  255 

1  thought  I  fhould  have  died  with  fear. 

This  noife  and  racketing  and  hurry 

Has  put  my  nerves  in  fuch  a  flurry ! 

I  could  not  think  where  you  was  got, 

I  thought  I'd  loft  you,  Mrs.  Scot ;  %$o 

Where's  Mrs.  Tape^  and  Mr.  Grin  ? 

Lard,  I*m  fo  glad  we're  all  got  in. 


TS^Sm 
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MADNESS. 

BY    THOMAS    PENROSE.* 

bw ELL  the  clarion,  fweep  the  ftring. 
Blow  into  rage  the  Mufe's  fires  1 
jfU  thy  anfvvers,  Eccho,  bring. 
Let  wood  and  dale,  let  rock  and  valley  ring, 

'Tis  Madnels  felf  infpires.  5 

Hail»  awful  Madneis,  hail ! 
Thy  realm  extends,  thy  powers  prevail. 
Far  as  the  Voyager  fpreads  his  'ventrous  fail. 
Nor  beft  nor  vvifeft  are  exempt  from  thee ; 
Folly Folly's  only  free.  10 

Hark  I To  the  aftoniihed  ear 

The  gale  conveys  a  ftrange  tumultuous  found. 
They  now  approach,  they  now  appear, — 
Phrcnzy  leads  her  Chorus  near. 
And  Daemons  dance  around. 15 

Pride — Ambition  idly  vain. 

Revenge,  and  Malice  fwell  her  train,— 

•  Berm  1743;  dj^d  1779. 
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Devotion  warped — AfFeftion  croft— !• 

Hope  in  Difappointment  loft— 
And  injured  Merit  with  a  downcaft  eye,  20 

(Hurt  by  negleft)  flow  ftalking  heedlefs  by. 

Loud  the  fliouts  of  Madncfs  rife. 
Various  voices,  various  cries, — 
Mirth  unmeaning-r-  caufelefs  moans, 
Burfts  of  laughter, — heart-felt  groans —     25 
All  feem  to  pierce  the  fkies. — 

Rough  as  the  wintry  wave,  that  roars 
On  TJjule*j  defart  fhores. 
Wild  raving  to  the  unfeeling  air. 
The  fetter'd  Maniac  foams  along,  30 

(Rage  the  burthen  of  his  jarring  fong) 
In  rage  he  grinds  his  teeth,  and  rends  his  ftreaming 
hair* 

No  pleafing  memory  left — forgotten  quite 
All  former  fcenes  of  dear  delight. 
Connubial  love — parental  joy —  35 

No  fympathies  like  thefe  his  foul  employ, 
— — But  all  is  dark  within,  all  furious  black  Defpair, 

Not  fo  the  love-lorn  maid. 
By  too  much  tendernefs  betrayed ; 
O  3 
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Her  gentle  breaft  no  angry  paffion  fires,      40 
But  flighted  vows  poffefs,  and  fainting  foft  defires. 

She  yet  retains  her  wonted  flame. 
All — but  in  reafon,  ftill  the  fame. — 
Streaming  eyes, 

Inceflant  fighs,  45 

Dim  haggard  looks,  and  clouded  o'er  with  care. 
Point  out  to  Pity's  tears,  the  poor  diftrafted  fair. 
Bead  to  the  world — her  fondeft  wifhes  croft. 
She  mourns  herfelf  thus  early  loft. — 

Now,  fadly  gay,  of  forrows  paft  (he  fings. 
Now,  penfive,  ruminates  unutterable  things. 
She  ftarts — ftie  flies — who  dares  fo  rude 
On  her  fequefter'd  fteps  intrude  ? — 

'Tis  he— the  Momus  of  the  flighty  train- 
Merry  mifchief  fills  his  brain.  55 
Blanket-robed,  and  antick  crown'd 
The  mimick  monarch  ikips  around  ; 
Big  with  conceit  of  dignity  he  fmiles. 

And  plots  his  frolicks  quaint,   and   unfufpefted 
wiles. — 

Laughter  was  there — but  mark  that  groan,  90 
Drawn  from  the  inmoft  foul ! 
«'  Give  the  knife.  Demons,  or  the  poifoned  bowl. 
To  finilh  miferies  equal  to  your  own,"— 
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Who's  this  wretch,  with  horror  wild  I — 
— 'Tis  Devotion's  ruin'd  child. —  65 

Sunk  in  the  emphafis  of  grief. 
Nor  can  he  feel,  nor  dares  he  afk  relief. — 

Thou,  fair  Religion,  waft  defign'd. 

Duteous  daughter  of  the  fkies. 

To  warm  and  chear  the  human  mind,         70 

To  make  men  happy,  good  and  wife. 

To  point,  where  fits  in  love  arrayed. 

Attentive  to  each  fup^liant  call. 

The  God  of  univerfal  aid. 

The  God,  the  Father  of  us  all.  75 

Firft  Ihewn  by  thee,  thus  glow'd  the  gracious  fcenc, 
'Till  Superftition,  fiend  of  v/oe. 
Bad  Doubts  to  rife,  and  Tears  to  flow. 

And  fpread  deep  (hades our  viewandheav en  bet\veen. 

Drawn  by  her  pencil  the  Creator  Hands,    80 
(His  beams  of  mercy  thrown  afide) 
With  thunder  arming  his  uplifted  hands. 
And  hurling  vengeance  wide.  • 
Hope,  at  the  frown  aghaft,  yet  lingering,  flies. 
And  dafli'd  on  Terror's  rocks.  Faith's  beft  depen- 
dence lies.  85 

But  ah  1 — too  thick  they  croud, — too  clofe  they 
throng, 
Objefts  of  pity  and  affright !— 
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Spare  farther  the  defcriptive  fong— 

Nature  ftiudders  at  the  fight.— 

Protradlnot,  curious  ears,  the  mournful  tale,  90 
But  o'er  the  haplefs  groupe  low  drop  Compaffion'* 
veil. 


ELINOURE    AND    JUG  A. 

BY    THOMAS     CHATTERTON.* 

Onnb  Ruddebornc  '  bank  twa  pynynge  may- 
dens  fate, 
Theire  teares  fafte  dryppeynge  to  the  waterrc 

cleere ; 
Echone  bementynge  *  for  her  abfente  mate. 
Who  atte  Sey  n6le  Albonns  Ihouke  the  morthynge  ' 

fpeare. 
The  nottebrowne  Ellynor  to  Juga  fay  re  5 

Dydde  fpeke  acroole*,  wyth  languy(hment  of 
eyne, 
Lyke  droppes  of  pearlie  dew,  lemed '  the  quyvrynge 
brine. 

•  Born  1752  ;  dyed  lyyo.  Thefe  foems^  'u<itb  many  others, 
the  author  pretended  to  have  been  ivritten  by  Thomas  Rowley, 
an  imaginary  priejl  of  Brijiol^  in  the  i^th  century  :  an  imf)o~ 

Jition  of  ivbich  fame  of  the  bffl  judges  of  old  Englifh  poetry 
%uere  at  firfi  the  dupes,  and  •which  fever al  %uriters  of  emi- 
nence have  been  found  'weak  enough  to  fupport, 

*  Rudborn,  (in  Saxon,  Red-water)  a  river  near  Saint 
Albans,  famous  for  the  battles  there  fought  between  the 
houfcs  of  LancaRer  and  York.  ^  lamenting.  ^  murdering. 
♦•  faintly.     '  gliftmcd. 
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ELINOURE. 

O  gentle  Juga  !  heare  mie  dernie  *  plainte. 
To  fyghte  for  Yorke  mie  love  is  dyght^  in  ftele; 
O  mai  ne  fanguen  fteine  the  whyte  rofe  peyn^lc, 
Maie   good    feynfte    Cuthberte   watche    fyrre 

Robynne  wele. 
Moke  moe  thanne  deatbe  in  phantafie  I  feelle ; 
See  !  fee  !  upon  the  grounde  he  bleedynge  lies ; 
Inhild  *  fome  joice  ^  of  life,  or  elfe  mie  deare  love  dies^ 

JUGA. 

Syllers  in  forrowe,  on  thys  daife-ey'd  banke,  1 5 
Where  melancholych  broods,  we  wylle  lamente  ; 
Be  wette  with  mornynge  dewe  and  evene  danke ; 
Lyche  levynde  *°  okes  in  echo  the  oder  bente. 
Or  lyke  forlettenn"  halles  of  merriemente, 
Whofe  gaftlie  mitches  **  holde  the  traine  of 
fryghte'3. 

Where  lethale  *+  ravens  bark,  and  owlets  wake  the 
nyghte. 

[  ELINOURE.  ] 

No  mo  the  milky  nette  **  ftiall  wake  the  mome. 
The  minftrelle  daunce,  good  cheere,  and  morryce 
plaie ; 

*  fad  complaint.  7  arrayed,  or  cafed.  '  infufe.  5  juice. 
'°*blafted.  » Mo:  fakcn.  »*  ruins.  '3  fear.  "4  deadly  or 
AiUbboding.     a   *5  fmall  bagpipe. 
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No  mo  the  amblynge  palfrie  and  the  home 
Shall  from  the  Icffel  **  rouze  the  foxe  awaie ;  25 
I'll  feke  the  forefte  alle  the  lyve-longe  dale ; 
AUe  nete  amenge  the  gravde  chirche'^  glebe 
wyll  goe. 
And  to  the  pafTante  fpryghtes  ledure'  'mie  talcof  woe. 

•[  JUGA.] 

Whan  mokie  **  cloudes  do  hange  upon  the  leme 
Ofleden*°  moon,  ynn  fylver  mantels  dyghte ;  30 
The  tryppeynge  faeries  weve  the  golden  dreme 
Of  felynefs*',  whyche  flyethe  with  the  nyghte; 
Thenne  (butte  the  feyndtes  forbydde  1)    gif  to  a 

fpryghte 
Syrr  Rychardes  forme  ys  lyped,  I'll  holde  dyf- 

traughte 
Hys  bledeynge  clai-colde  corfe,  and  die  eche  daic 

yn  thoughte.  35 

E  L I  N  0  u  R  E . 

Ah  woe  bementynge  wordes ;  what  wordes  can 

ihewe  1 
Thou  limed"  ryver,  on  thie  linche**  mai  bleede 
Champyons,   whofe   bloude  wylle  wythe   thie 

waterres  flowe, 

•^  in  a  confined  fcnfc,  a  bufh  or  hedge,  though  fometime* 
Mfed  as  a  foreft.  *7  churchyard.  "*  relate.  *'  black. 
*®   dccrcafing.     »»  happincfs.     **  glaffy.     •J  bank* 
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And  Rudborne  ftreeme  be  Rudborne  Hreeme 

indeede ! 
Hafte,  gentle  Juga,  trippe  ytte  oere  the  meade. 
To  knowe,  or  vvheder  wee  mufte  waile  agayne. 
Or  wythe  oure  fallen  knyghtes  be  menged  onne  the 
plain. 

See  faieing,  lyke  tvva  levyn-blafted  trees. 
Or  twain  of  cloudes  that  holdeth  ftormie  raine; 
Theie  moved  gentle  o'ere  the  dewie  mees**,  45 
To  where  feyn(Se  Albons  holie  (hrynes  remayne. 
There  dyd  theye  finde  that  bothe  their  knyghtes 

were  Heyne ; 
BiHraughte  *'   theie  wandered  to  fwollen  Rud- 

borne's  fyde. 
Yelled  theyre  Icathalle  knelle,  fonke  in  the  waves, 

and  dyde. 

^^^^ 

SONGE    TO    JELL  A, 

I.ORDE    OF    THE    CAS7EL    OF    BRYSTOWl 
TNNE    DAIES    OF    YOXE. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

VJ  H  thou,  orr  what  remaynes  of  thee, 
-^Ua,  the  darlynge  of  futurity, 

*♦  «  meacJs.'  «5  diftraacd.  I'hh  little  glojfary  is  f  ecu- 
iiarly  Chatierions  oivti^  many  of  the  ivords  it  explains  beitJg 
mvented  by  himji  If. 
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Lett  thys  mie  fonge  bolde  as  thie  courage  be. 
As  everlartynge  to  poflerkye. 

Whanne  Dacya's  fonnes,  whofe  hayres  of  bloudc 
redde  hue  5 

Lyche  kynge-cuppes  braftynge  wythe  the  fiKJr- 
ning  due, 

Arraung*d  ynne  dreare  arraie, 

Upponne  the  lethale  daie, 
Spredde  farre  and  wyde  onne  Watchets  fliore; 

Than  dyddft  thou  furioufe  ftand€,  ta 

And  bie  thie  valyante  hande 
Beefprengedd  all  the  mees  wythe  gore. 

Drawne  bie  thyne  anlace  felle, 
Downe  to  the  depthe  of  hellc 
Thoufandes  of  Dacyanns  went ; 
Bryftowannes,  menne  of  myghte, 
Ydar'd  the  bloudie  fyghte. 
And  afledd  deeds  full  queat. 

Oh  thou,  whereer  -(thie  bones  att  refle) 

Thye  fpryce  to  haunte  delyghteth  befte,  20 

Whetherr  upponne  the  bloude-cmbrewedd  pleyne, 

Orr  whare  thou  kennfl  fromm  farre 

The  dyfrnall  crye  of  warre, 
Orr  feeft  fomme  mountayne  made  of  corfeof  ileyne; 

Orr  feeft  the  hatchedd  ftede,  zj 

Ypraunceynge  o'er  the  mede. 
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And  nelghe  to  be  amenged  the  poynftedd  fpeercs ; 
Orr  ynne  blaclce  armoure  ftaulke  arounde 
Embattel*d  Bryftowe,  once  thie  grounde. 

And  glowe  ardurous  onn  the  caftle  fteeres ;        3o 

Orr  fierye  round  the  mynfterr  glare  ; 

Lette  Bryftowe  ftylle  be  made  thie  care ; 
Guarde  y tt  fromme  foemenne  and  confumyng  fyre  ; 

Lyche  Avones  ftreme  enfyrke  ytte  rounde, 

Ne  lette  a  flame  enharme  the  grounde,  35 

Tylle  ynne  one  flame  all  the  whole  worlde  expyre. 

BRISTOWE  TRAGEDIE  : 

OR    THE     DETHE    OF 

SYR     CHARLES     BAWDIN.* 

BY    THE     SAME. 

J.  H  E  featherd  fongfter  chaunticleer 

Han  wounde  hys  bugle  home. 
And  tolde  the  earlie  villager 

The  commynge  of  the  morne : 

•  *l7)h  foem  feemi  to  have  been  occafioned  by  fame  account 
the  author  had  met  ivitb  of  the  death  ofjir  Baldnvin  Fulford 
tfFulford  in  the  county  of  Devon,  a  zealous  partixan  of  the 
houfe  of  Lancajiety  iuh»  ivat  beheaded  at  BrIJiol  in  i/^5lj 
the  ftrji  year  of  king  Edxuard  IV,  William  Canyng  being 
tbtn  mayor,  and  one  of  the  commij/ioners  at  bis  triaU 
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Kynge  Edwardc  fawe  the  ruddie  ftreakcj  5 

Of  lyghte  eclypfe  the  greie ; 
And  herde  the  raven's  crokynge  throte 

Proclayme  the  fated  daic. 

"  Thou'rt  ryght,"  quod  hee,  "  for,  by  the  godde 
"  That  fyttes  enthroned  on  hyghe  !  la 

"  Charles  Bawd  in,  and  hys  fellowes  twaine, 
"  To-daie  fhall  furelie  dk." 

Then  wythe  a  jugge  of  nappy  ale 

Hys  knyghtes  dydd  onne  hymm  waite  ; 

-"  Goe  tell  the  traytour,  thatt  to-daie  1 5 

"  Hee  leaves  thys  mortal!  ftate." 

Syr  Canterlone  thenne  bendedd  lowej 

Wythe  harte  brymm-fulle  of  woe  ; 
Hee  journey'd  to  the  caftle-gate. 

And  to  fyr  Charles  dydd  goe.  sa 

But  whenne  hee  came,  hys  children  twaine. 

And  eke  hys  lovynge  wyfe, 
Wythe  brinie  tears  dydd  wett  the  floore. 

For  goode  fyr  Charleses  lyfe. 

"  O  good  fyr  Charles  !"  fayd  Canterlone,         aj 
*'  Badde  tydyngs  I  doe  brynge," 
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•«'  Spekc  boldlle,  manne,"  fayd  brave  fyr  Charles* 
"  Whatte  fays  thie  tray  tor  kynge  ?" 

"  I  greeve  to  telle,  before  yonne  fonne 

"  Does  fromme  the  welkinn  flye,  30 

"  Hee  hath  uponne  hys  honour  fwornc, 
«  That  thou  fhalt  furelie  die." 

«  Wee  all  muft  die,"  quod  brave  fyr  Charles ; 

"  Of  thatte  I'm  not  affearde  ; 
«  Whatte  bootes  to  lyve  a  little  fpace  ?  35' 

"  Thanke  Jefu,  I'm  prepar'd  : 

*•  Butt  telle  thye  kynge,  for  myne  hee's  not, 

"  I'de  fooner  die  to-daie 
**  Thanne  lyve  hys  flave,  as  manie  are, 

«  Tho'  I  {houlde  lyve  for  aie."  40 

Then  Canterlone  hee  dydd  goe  out. 

To  telle  the  maior  flraite 
To  gett  all  thynges  ynne  reddynefs 

for  goode  fyr  Charleses  fate. 

Then  maifterr  Canynge  faughte  the  kynge,      45 

And  felle  down  onne  hys  knee  ; 
"  I'm  come,"  quod  he,  "  unto  your  grace, 

"  To  move  your  clemency e." 
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Thenne  quod  the  kyngc,  «'  Youre  tale  fpeke  out; 

"  You  have  been  much  oure  friende  ;  50 

"  Whatever  youre  requell  may  bee, 

"  Wee  wylle  to  ytte  attende." 

"  My  nobile  leige  !  allc  my  requeft 

"  Ys  for  a  nobile  knyghte, 
"  Who,  tho'  may  hap  hee  has  donne  wronge,   55 

"  Hee  thoghtc  ytte  ftylle  was  ryghte : 

"  Hee  has  a  fpoufe  and  children  twaine, 

"  Alle  rewyn'd  are  for  aie ; 
«  YfF  thatt  you  are  rcfolv'd  to  lett 

"  Charles  Bawdin  die  to-daie."  60 

**  Spoke  nott  of  fuch  a  traytour  vile," 

The  kynge  ynne  furie  fayde  ; 
**  Before  the  evening  ftarre  doth  ftieene, 

"  Bawdin  fhall  loofe  hys  hedde  : 

"  Juftice  does  loudlie  for  hym  calle,  65 

"  And  hee  (halle  have  hys  meede : 
'*  Speke,  maifter  Canynge !  Whattc  thynge  elfe 

**  Att  prefent  doe  you  neede  ?'* 

"  My  nobile  leige  !"  good  Canynge  fayde, 
<*  Leave  jullice  to  our  godde,  70 

««  And  laye  the  yronne  rule  afyde  ; 
"  Be  thyne  the  olyvc  rodde. 
Vol.  II.  P 
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«  Was  Godde  to  ferche  our  hertes  and  reines/ 

«  The  beft  were  fynners  grete ; 
"  Chrift's  vycarr  only  knowes  ne  fynne,  75 

"  Ynne  alle  thys  mortall  Hate. 

"  Lett  mercie  rule  thyne  infante  reigne, 
<'  'Twylle  fafte  thye  crowne  fulle  fure  ; 

"  From  race  to  race  thy  familie 

*'  All  fov 'reigns  (hall  endure  :  80 

"  Butt  yff  wythe  bloode  and  flaughter  thou 

«  Beginne  thy  infante  reigne, 
'*  Thy  crowne  uponne  thy  childrennes  brows 

"  Wylle  never  long  remayne." 

«*  Canynge,  awaie  !  thys  traytour  vile  S5 

«  Has  fcorn'd  my  power  and  mee  ; 

*'  Howe  canft  thou  thenne  for  fuch  a  manne 
**  Intreate  my  clemency e  ?'* 

"  My  nobile  leige  !  the  trulie  brave 

**  Wylle  vaProus  anions  prize,  90 

«*  Relpeft  a  brave  and  nobile  mynde, 

"  Altho'  ynne  enemies." 

*«  Canynge,  awaie  !  By  Godde  ynne  heav'n 

"  Thatt  dydd  mee  beinge  gyve, 
**  I  wylle  nott  tafte  a  bitt  of  breade  9-5 

«*  Whilft  thys  fyr  Charles  dothe  lyve. 
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•*  By  Marie,  and  alle  feiiK^es  ynne  hcav'n, 

"  Thys  funne  fliall  be  hys  lalte.'* 
Thenne  Canynge  dropt  a  brinie  teare. 

And  from  the  prefence  pafle.  lOO 

Wyth  herte  brymm-fulle  of  gnawynge  grief, 

Hee  to  fyr  Charles  dydd  gee. 
And  fatt  hymm  downe  uponne  a  floole. 

And  teares  beganne  to  flowe. 

"  Wee  all  muft  die,"  quod  brave  fyr  Charles  ; 

•'  Whatte  bootes  ytte  howe  or  whennc  ? 
**  Dethe  ys  the  fure,  the  certaine  fate 

**  Of  all  wee  mortall  menne. 

*'  Saye  why,  my  friend,  thie  honeft  foul 

"  Runns  overr  att  thyne  eie  ;  no 

•*  Is  ytte  for  my  moft  welcome  doome 
"  Thatt  thou  doft  child-lyke  crye  ?'* 

Quod  godlie  Canynge,  "  I  doe  weepe, 

"  That  thou  foe  foone  muft  dye, 
"  And  leave  thy  fonnes  and  helplefs  wyfe  ;     115 

'*  'Tys  thys  thatt  wettes  myne  eye." 

"  Thenne  drie  the  tears  thatt  out  thyne  eye 
"  From  godlie  fountaines  fprynge  ; 

"  Dethe  I  defpife,  and  alle  the  power 

"  Of  Edwarde,  traytor  kynge.  120 
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<*  Whan  throgh  the  tyrant's  welcom  mcana 

"  I  Ihall  refigne  my  lyfe, 
•*  The  godde  I  ferve  wylle  foone  provyde 

"  For  bothe  mye  fonnes  and  wyfe. 

**  Before  I  fawe  the  lyghtfome  funne,  125 

"  Thys  was  appointed  mee ; 
**  Shall  mortal  manne  repyne  or  grudge 

"  Whatt  Godde  ordeynes  to  bee  ? 

**  Howe  oft  ynne  battaile  have  I  ftoode, 

"  Whan  thoufands  dy'd  arounde  ;  130 

"  Whan  fmokynge  ftreemes  of  crimfon  bloode 
"  Imbrew'd  the  fattened  grounde : 

**  Howe  dydd  I  knowe  thatt  cv'ry  darte, 

"  Thatt  cutte  the  airie  waie, 
«  Myghte  nott  fy nde  pafTage  toe  my  harte,     135 

"  And  clofe  myne  eyes  for  aie  ? 

**  And  Hiall  I  nowe,  forr  feere  of  dethe, 
"  Looke  wanne  and  bee  dyfmayde  ? 

*'  Ne  1  fromm  my  herte  file  chyldyflie  feere, 
*^  Bee  alle  the  manne  difplay'd,  14® 

*'  Ah,  goddelyke  Henrie !  Godde  forefende, 
"  And  guarde  thee  and  thye  fonne, 

''  Yff  'tis  hys  wylle ;  but  yiF  'tis  nott, 
*'  Why  thenne  hys  wylle  bee  donne. 
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•«  My  honeft  friende,  my  faulte  has  beent       145 
««  To  ferve  Godde  and  mye  prynce ; 

**  And  thatt  I  no  tyme-ferver  am 
"  My  dethe  wylle  foone  convynce. 

*<  Ynne  Londonne  citye  was  I  borne, 

«  Of  parents  of  grete  note  ;  150 

**  My  fadre  dydd  a  nobile  armes 
"  Emblazon  onne  hys  cote  : 

"  I  make  ne  double  butt  hee  ys  gone 

"  Where  foone  I  hope  to  goe ; 
«*  Where  wee  for  ever  Hiall  bee  bleft,  155 

•*  From  oute  the  reech  of  woe  : 

<*  Hee  taughte  mee  juftice  and  the  laws 

"  Wyth  pitie  to  unite  ; 
**  And  eke  hee  taughte  mee  howe  to  knowe 

<'  The  wronge  caufe  fromm  the  ryg^te  :      1 60 

"  Hee  taughte  mee  wythe  a  prudent  hande 

**  To  feede  the  hungrie  poore, 
<*  Ne  lett  mye  farvants  dryve  awaie 

"  The  hungrie  fromme  my  doore  : 

•*  And  none  can  faye,  butt  alle  my  lyfe  165 

**  I  have  hys  wordyes  kept ; 
«<  And  fumm'd  the  aftyonns  of  the  dale 

"  Eche  nygkte  before  I  flept. 
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**  I  have  a  fpoufe,  goe  afke  of  her, 

«  Yff  I  defyPd  her  bedde  ?  17Q 

**  I  have  a  kynge,  and  none  can  laie 

<*  Blacke  treafon  onne  my  hedde. 

"  Ynne  Lent,  and  onne  the  holie  eve, 

«f  Fromm  flefhe  I  dydd  refrayne ; 
<'  Whie  (hould  I  thenne  appeare  difmay'd        175 

"  To  leave  thys  worlde  of  payne  ? 

*'  Ne  I  haplefs  Henrie  !  I  rejoyce> 

"  I  (halle  ne  fee  thye  dethe  ; 
*'  Moile  willy nglie  ynne  thye  juft  caufe 

"  Doe  I  refign  my  brethe.  180 

*'  Oh,  fickle  people  1  rewyn*d  londe  ! 

"  Thou  wylt  kenne  peace  ne  moe ; 
**  Whyle  Richard's  fonnes  exalt  themfelves, 

"  Thye  Brookes  wythe  bloude  wylle  flowe. 

<^  Saie,  were  ye  tyr'd  of  godlie  peace,  185 

"  And  godlie  Henrie's  reigne, 
<*  Thatt  you  dydd  choppe  youre  eafie  dales 

**  For  thofe  of  bloude  and  peyne  ? 

'f  Whatte  tho'  I  onne  a  fledde  bee  drawne, 
"  And  mangled  by  a  hynde,  190 

**  I  doe  defye  the  traytor's  pow'r, 
♦*  Hee  «an  ne  harm  my  myndc ; 
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**  Whatte  tho*,  uphoifted  onne  a  pole, 
*'  Mye  lymbes  (hall  rotte  ynne  ayre, 

*'  And  ne  ryche  monument  of  brafTe  195 

**  Charles  Bawdin's  name  fhall  bear ; 

•*  Yett  ynne  the  holie  booke  above, 

"  Whyche  tyme  can't  eate  awaie, 
•»  There  wythe  the  farvants  of  the  lorde 

"  Mye  name  fliall  lyve  for  aie.  200 

"  Thenne  welcome  dethe  !  for  lyfe  eterne 

"  I  leave  thys  mortall  lyfe  : 
**  Farewell,  vayne  worlde,  and  alle  that's  deare, 

"  Mye  fonnes  and  lovynge  wyfe  \ 

'*  Nowe  dethe  as  welcome  to  mee  comes,        205 

**  As  e*er  the  moneth  of  Maie ; 
"  Nor  would  1  even  wyfhe  to  lyve, 

"  Wyth  my  dere  wyfe  to  ftaie.'* 

Quod  Canynge,  "  *Tis  a  goodlie  thynge 

"  To  bee  prepar'd  to  die  ;  210 

"  And  from  thys  world  of  peyne  and  grefe 
«  To  Godde  ynne  heav'n  to  flie." 

And  nowe  the  bell  beganne  to  tolle. 

And  daryonnes  to  founde  ; 
Syr  Charles  hee  herde  the  horfes  feete  215 

A  prauncyng  ornie  the  grounde  : 
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And  jufte  before  the  officers. 

His  lovynge  wyfe  came  ynne, 
Weepynge  unfeigned  teeres  of  woe, 

Wythe  loude  and  dyfmalle  dynne.  2^0 

**  Sweet  Florence  !  nowe  I  praie  forberc, 

"  Ynne  quiet  lett  mee  die ; 
*'  Praie  Godde,  thatt  ev'ry  Chriftian  foule 

"  Maye  looke  onne  dethe  as  I, 

**  Sweet  Florence  !  why  thefe  brinie  teeres  ?  225 

•*  Theye  walhe  my  foule  awaie, 
<*  And  almoil  make  mee  wyihe  for  lyfe, 

"  Wyth  thee,  fweet  dame,  to  ftaie. 

«*  'Tys  butt  a  journie  I  fhalle  goe 

"  Untoe  the  lande  of  blyffe ;  230 

<'  Nowe,  as  a  proofe  of  huibande's  love> 

"  Receive  thys  holie  kyfTe." 

Thennp  Florence,  fault'ring  ynne  her  faic, 

Tremblynge  thefe  wordyes  fpoke, 
"  Ah,  cruele  Edwarde  !  bloudie  kynge  !         235 

"My  herte  ys  welle  nyghe  broke  : 

"  Ah,  fweete  fyr  Charles !  why  wylt  thou  goe, 

"  Wythoute  thye  lovynge  wyfe  P 
"  The  cruelle  axe  thatt  cuttes  thye  necke, 

"  Ytte  eke  fliall  cnde  myc  lyfe."  24© 
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^nd  nowe  the  officers  came  ynne 

To  brynge  fyr  Charles  avvaie, 
Whoe  lurnedd  toe  hys  lovynge  wyfc. 

And  thus  toe  her  dydd  faie  : 

«*  I  goe  to  lyfe,  and  nott  to  dethe  ;  245 

**  Trufte  thou  ynne  Godde  above, 
«*  And  teuchc  thye  fonnes  to  feare  the  lorde, 

"  And  ynne  thcyre  hertes  hym  love  : 

**  Teache  them  to  runne  the  nobile  race 

"  Thatt  1  theyre  fader  runne  :  250 

«*  Florence  !  fliou'd  dethe  thee  take — adieu  I 
**  Yee  officers,  leade  onne." 

Thenne  Florence  rav'd  as  anie  madde. 

And  dydd  her  treffes  tere  ; 
"  Oh  !  ftaie,  mye  hufbande !  lorde  !  and  lyfc  !*W 

Syr  Charles  thenne  dropt  a  teare. 

*Tyll  tyredd  oute  wythe  ravynge  loud, 

Shee  fellen  onne  the  flore  ; 
Syr  Charles  exerted  alle  hys  myghte. 

And  march'd  fromm  oute  the  dore.  260 

Uponne  a  fledde  bee  mounted  thenne, 
Wythe  lookes  fuUe  brave  and  fwete ; 

Lookes,  that  enlhone  ne  moe  concern 
Thanne  anie  ynne  the  flrete. 
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Before  hym  went  the  council-menne,  i  265 

Ynne  fcarlett  robes  and  golde. 
And  taflils  fpanglynge  ynne  the  funnc, 

Muche  glorious  to  beholde : 

The  freers  of  feinfte  Auguftyne  next 

Appeared  to  the  fyghte, 
Alle  cladd  ynne  homelie  ruiTett  weedes,  2J9 

Of  godlie  monkyfli  plyghte  : 

Ynne  difFraunt  partes  a  godlie  pfaume 

Mofle  fweetlie  theye  dydd  chaunt ; 
Behynde  theyre  backes  {yx  mynflrelles  came,  275 

Who  tun*d  the  ftrunge  bataunt. 

Thenne  fyve-and-twentye  archers  came  ; 

Echone  the  bowe  dydd  bende. 
From  refcue  of  kynge  Henries  friend* 

Syr  Charles  for  to  defend.  280 

Bolde  as  a  lyon  came  fyr  Charles, 

Drawne  onne  a  clothe-layde  fledde. 
Bye  two  blacke  ftedes  ynne  trappynges  white, 

Wyth  plumes  uponne  theyre  hedde  ; 

Behynde  hym  fyve-and-twentye  moe  285 

Of  archers  ftronge  and  ftoute. 
With  bended  bowe  echone  ynne  hande. 

Marched  ynne  goodlie  route. 
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Seinfte  Jameses  freers  marched  next, 

Echone  hys  parte  dydd  chaunt ;  290 

Behynde  theyre  backes  fyx  mynftrelles  came. 

Who  tun'd  the  ftrunge  bataunt : 

Thenne  came  the  maior  and  eldermenne, 

Ynne  clothe  of  fcarlett  deck't ; 
And  theyre  attendyng  men  echone,  295 

Lyke  Eaflerne  princes  trickt : 

And  after  them  a  multitude 

Of  citizens  dydd  thronge  ; 
The  wyndowes  were  alle  fulle  of  heddes. 

As  hee  dydd  pafTe  alonge.  300 

And  whenne  hee  came  to  the  hyghe  crofle, 

Syr  Charles  dydd  turne  and  faie, 
"  O  thou,  thatt  faveft  manne  fromme  fynne, 

"  Wafhe  mye  foule  clean  thys  daie  1" 

Att  the  grete  mynflerr  wyndowe  fat  305 

The  kynge  ynne  myckle  Hate, 
To  fee  Charles  Bawdin  goe  alonge 

To  hys  moft  welcom  fate. 

Scone  as  the  fledde  drewe  nyghe  enowe, 

Thatt  Edwarde  hee  myghte  heare. 
The  brave  fyr  Charles  hee  dydd  flande  uppe. 

And  thus  hys  wordes  declare : 
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«  Thou  feed  mee,  Edwarde  !  traytour  vile ! 

**  Expos'd  to  infamie  ; 
•»  Butt  bee  affurM,  difloy all  manne  !  315 

*«  I'm  greaterr  nowe  thanne  thee. 

**  Bye  foule  proceedyngs,  murdre>  bloude, 

"  Thou  weareft  nowe  a  crovvne  ; 
«  And  haft  appoynted  mee  to  dye, 

**  By  power  nott  thyne  ovvne.  32» 

**  Thou  thynkeft  I  fhall  dye  to- dale  ; 

*«  I  have  beene  dede  'till  nowe, 
«  And  foone  fliall  lyve  to  weare  a  crowne 

"  For  aie  uponne  my  browe  : 

«  Why  1ft  thou,  perhapps,  for  fom  few  ycares,  325 

"  Shalt  rule  this  fickle  lande, 
**■  To  lett  them  knowe  howe  wyde  the  rule 

"  'Twixt  kynge  and  tyrant  hande  : 

•♦  Thye  pow'r  unjuft,  thou  traytour  flave ! 

"  Shall  falle  onne  thye  owne  hedde"— •       330 
Fromm  out  of  hearyng  of  the  kynge 

Departed  thenne  the  fledde. 

Kynge  Edwarde's  foule  rufti'd  to  hys  face, 

Hee  turn'd  hys  hedde  awaie. 
And  to  hys  broder  Glouceftcr  355 

Hee  thus  dydd  fpeke  and  faie ; 
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<*  To  hym  that  foe-much-dreaded  dethe 

"  Ne  ghaftlie  terrors  brynge, 
**  Beholde  the  manne  I  hee  fpake  the  truthc, 

**  Hee*s  greater  thanne  a  kynge  !"  3  4* 

*'  Soe  lett  hym  die !"  duke  Richard  fayde; 

"  And  maye  echone  oure  foes 
"  Bende  downe  theyre  neckes  to  bloudie  axe, 

"  And  feede  the  carry  on  crowes.'* 

And  nowe  the  horfes  gentlie  drewe  jfj 

Syr  Charles  uppe  the  hyghe  hylle ; 
The  axe  dydd  glyfterr  ynne  the  funnd, 

Hys  pretious  bloude  to  fpylle. 

Syrr  Charles  dydd  uppe  the  fcaffold  goe. 

As  uppe  a  gilded  carre  ^^9 

Of  viftorye,  bye  val'rous  chiefs 
Gayn'd  ynne  the  bloudie  warre : 

And  to  the  people  hee  dydd  faie, 

"  Beholde  you  fee  mee  dye, 
*«  For  fervynge  loyally  mye  kyngc,  55  J. 

"  Mye  kynge  moll  ryghtfullic. 

"  As  longe  as  Edwarde  rules  thys  lande, 

**  Ne  quiet  you  wylle  knowe  ; 
<'  Youre  fonnes  and  hufbandes  ftialle  bee  flayne, 

**  And  brookes  wythe  bloude  Ihalle  flowe.    36^ 
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**  You  leave  youre  goode  and  lawfulle  kyngei 

*«  Whenne  ynne  adverfitye ; 
•*  Lyke  mee,  untoe  the  true  caufe  ftycke, 

««  And  for  the  true  caufe  dye." 

Thenne  hee,  wyth  preeftes,  uponne  hys  knees,  365 

A  pray*r  to  Godde  dydde  make> 
Befeechynge  hym  unto  hymfelfe 

Hys  partynge  foule  to  take* 

Thenne,  kneelynge  downe,  hee  layde  hys  hedde 

Moil  feemlie  onne  the  blocke ;  370 

Whyche  fromme  hys  bodie  fayre  at  once 
'  The  able  heddes-manne  ftroke : 

And  oute  the  bloude  beganne  to  flovve. 

And  rounde  the  fcafFolde  twyne ; 
And  teares,  enow  to  wafhe*t  awaie,  375 

Dydd  flowe  fromme  each  mann*s  eyne. 

The  bloudie  axe  hys  bodie  fayre 

Ynnto  foure  parties  cutte  ; 
And  ev'rye  parte,  and  eke  hys  hedde, 

Uponne  a  pole  was  putte.  380 

One  parte  dydd  rotte  onne  Kynwulph-hylle, 

One  onne  the  mynfter-tower. 
And  one  from  off  the  caftle-gate 

The  crowen  dydd  devoure : 
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The  other  onne  Seyn<fle  Powle*s  goode  gate,  385 

A  dreery  fpedacle ; 
Hys  hedde  was  plac'd  onne  the  hyghe  crofTc, 

Ynne  hyghe-ftreete  moil  nobile. 


Thus  was  the  ende  of  Bawdin's  fate : 

Godde  profper  longe  oure  kynge,  390 

And  grante  hee  maye,  wyth  Bawdin's  foule, 

Ynne  heav'n  Godd's  mercie  fynge  I 
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A     SONNET 

MADB     ON 

ISABELLA  MARKHAME, 

WHEN  I  FIRSTE  THOUGHT  HER  PAYER, 
AS  SHE  STOOD  AT  THE  PRINCESSES 
WINDOWE  IN  GOODLYE  ATTYRE,  AND 
TALKEDE  TO  DYVERS  IN  THE  COURTE^ 
YARD. 

BY    JOHN     HARINGTON,    E  S  Q^  • 
I. 

Vv  HENCE  comes  my  love,  O  hearte,  difclofei 
'Twas  from  cheeks  that  fhamed  the  rofe ; 
From  lips  that  fpoyle  the  rubies  prayfe  ; 
From  eyes  that  mock  the  diamond's  blaze* 
Whence  comes  my  woe,  as  freely  bwne. 
Ah  me  I  'twas  from  a  hearte  lyke  Hone. 

II. 

The  blufhynge  cheek  fpeakes  modeft  myndc. 
The  lipps  befitting  wordes  mofte  kynde ; 
The  eye  does  tempte  to  love's  defy  re. 
And  feems  to  fay,  'tis  Cupid's  fire ; 
Yet  all  fo  faire,  but  fpeake  my  moane, 
Syth  noughte  dothe  faye  the  hearte  of  Hone. 
*  Bornt^,.\  dyed  i^B2» 
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III. 

Why  thus,  my  love,  fo  kynde  befpeake. 

Sweet  lyppe,  fweet  eye,  fweet  blufhynge  cheeke. 

Yet  not  a  hearte  to  fave  my  paine, 

O  Venus,  take  thy  giftes  again : 

Make  not  fo  faire  to  caufe  our  moane. 

Or  ihake  a  hearte  that's  lyke  our  osvne. 


Vol.  II. 


EPIGRAMS. 

*Y    SIR    jaHN    HARINGTON,    KT.  • 
OF    PLAINE    DEALING. 

My  writings  oft  difplcafe  you:  what's  the  matter? 
You  loue  not  to  hear  truth,  nor  I  to  flatter. 

TO    AN    rtL    READER. 

The  verfcs,  Sextus,  thou  dooil  read,  are  mine ; 
But  with  bad  reading  thou  wilt  make  them  thine. 

OP    TREASON. 

Trcafon  doth  never  profper,  what's  the  reafon  ? 
For  if  it  profper,  none  dare  call  it  Treafon. 

OF    FORTUNE. 

^fortune,  men  fay,  doth  giue  too  much  to  many : 
But  yet  fhee  never  gaue  enough  to  any. 

*  £em  15 .  J ;  dyed  161s. 
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OF  TWO  THAT  WERE  MARRIED  AND 
VNDONB. 

A  fond  yong  couple,  making  hafte  to  marrjs 
Without  their  parents  will,  or  friends  confent. 
After  one  month  their  marriage  did  repent. 
And  fald  unto  the  Bifhops  Ordinary, 
That  this  their  a6l,  fo  vndifcrcetly  done. 
Might  by  his  more  difcretion  be  vndone. 
Vpon  which  motion  he  awhile  did  paufe : 
At  length,  he  for  their  comforts  to  them  faid. 
It  had  beene  better  (friends)  that  you  had  ftaid : 
But  now  you  arc  fo  hampered  in  the  Lawes^ 
That  I  this  knot  may  not  vntye  (my  fonii^) 
Yet  I  will  grant  you  both  Ihall  be  vndone. 
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THE  COMPLAINT  OF  A  SCHOLAk. 

BY    THOMAS    NASH.  * 

vV  H  Y  ill  damnation  to  difpaire  and  die. 
When  life  is  my  true  happinelTe  difeafe  ? 
My  foule,  ray  fou!e,  thy  fafetie  makes  me  flie 
Tke  fankie  meanes  that  might  my  paine  appeaffc ; 
Biaines  and  dying  men  may  talke  of  hell,        5 
But  in  toy  heart  her  feucrall  torments  dwell. 

Ah  woithleffe  wit,  to  traine  me  to  this  woe ! 

DeceitfuU  arts  that  nourifh  difcontent ! 

Ill  chriue  the  folly  that  bewitcht  me  fo ; 

Vaine  thoughts,  adieu,  for  new  I  will  repent :    to 
And  yet  my  wants  perfwade  me  to  proceed. 
Since  none  takes  pittie  of  a  fchoUers  need, 

Forgiue  me,  god,  although  I  curfc  my  birth. 
And  ban  the  ayre,  wherein  I  breath  a  wretch ; 
Since  miferie  hath  daunted  all  my  mirth,  15 

And  I  am  quite  vndone  through  promife-breach. 
Oh  friends,  no  friends,  that  then  vngently  frowne> 
When  changing  Fortune  calls  vs  headlong  downe* 
J.) 
*  S$m  1$ . .  S  iytd  i6oc. 
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WitWit  redrefle  complaines.  my  caretefle  rerfc. 
And  Midas-cares  relent  not  at  my  moane :        ao 
In  fon»e  far  land  will  I  my  griefes  rehearfe, 
Mongft  them  that  wiH  be  mou'd  when  I  (hall  groane* 
England,  adieu,  the  foyle  that  brought  me  forth. 
Adieu*  vnkindcj  where  fkill  is  nothing  worth. 
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TO     C  Ji  L  I  A. 

py    RICHARD     DUKE.* 

i^  LY  fwift,  ye  hours ;  ye  fluggifh  minutes,  fly  ; 
Bring  back  my  love,  or  let  her  lover  dye. 
Make  hafte,  O  Am,  and  to  my  eyes  once  more. 
My  Caelia,  brighter  than  thyfelf,  reftore. 
In  fpight  ©f  thee,  'tis  night  when  Ihe's  away,     5 
Her  eyes  alone  can  the  glad  beams  difplay. 
That  make  my  fky  look  clear,  and  guide  my  dayj 
O  when  will  fhe  lift  up  her  facred  light. 
And  chafe  away  the  flying  fhades  of  night ! 
With  her  how  fall  the  flowing  hours  run  on  !      10 
But  oh  !  how  long  they  ftay  when  Ihe  is  gone  ! 
So  flowly  time  when  clogg'd  with  grief  does  move ; 
So  fwift  when  born  upon  the  wings  of  love  1 
Hardly  three  days,  they  tell  me,  yet  are  paft. 
Yet  'tis  an  age  iince  I  beheld  her  laft.  15 

O,  my  aufpicious  ftar,  make  hafte  to  rife. 
To  charm  our  hearts,  and  blefs  our  longing  eyes ! 
O,  how  I  long  on  thy  dear  eyes  to  gaze. 
And  chear  my  own  with  their  reflefted  rays  ! 
How  my  impatient,  thirfty  foul  does  long,  20 

To  hear  the  charming  mufick  of  thy  tongue  ! 
Where  pointed  wit  with  folid  judgment  grows. 
And  in  one  eafie  Ilream  united  flows. 
*  Born  16  .  .| ;  dyed  1710. 
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When-eVr  you  fpeak,  with  what  delight  we  hear. 
You  call  up  every  foul  to  every  ear  I  25 

Nature's  too  prodigal  to  woman-kind, 
Ev'n  where  fhe  does  negleft  t'  adorn  the  mind  ; 
Beauty  alone  bears  fuch  refifUefs  fway. 
As  makes  mankind  with  joy  and  pride  obey. 
But,oh!  whenwitand fenfe with  beauty's  joinM,  30 
The  woman's  fweetnefs  with  the  manly  mind  ; 
When  nature  with  fo  juft  a  hand  does  mix 
The  moft  engaging  charms  of  either  fex  ; 
And  out  of  both  that  thus  in  one  combine 
Does  fomething  form  not  humane  but  divine,     35 
What's  her  command,  but  that  we  all  adore 
The  nobleft  work  of  her  almighty  power  1 
Nor  ought  our  zeal  thy  anger  to  create. 
Since  love's  thy  debc>  nor  is  our  choice  but  fate. 
Where  nature  bids,  worfhip  I'm  forc'd  to  pay,  40 
Nor  have  the  liberty  to  difobey : 
And  whenfoe'er  fhe  does  a  poet  make. 
She  gives  him  verfe  but  for  thy  beauty's  fake. 
Had  I  a  pen  that  could  at  once  impart 
Soft  Ovid's  nature  and  high  Virgil's  art,  45 

Then  the  immortal  Sacharifla's  name 
Should  be  but  fecond  in  the  lift  of  fame  ; 
Each  grove,  each  Ihadc,  Ihould  with  thy  praife  be 

fill'd. 
And  the  fam'd  Penfhurft  to  our  Windfor  yield. 
0.4 


A  SOLILOQUY  out  of  ITALIAN. 

BY    SIR     SAMUEL    GARTH,    KT.    M.  D.  * 

v^ou*D  he  whom  my  difTembled  rigour  grieves* 
But  know  what  torment  to  my  foul  it  gives, 
He*d  find  how  fondly  I  return  his  flame. 
And  want  myfelf  the  pity  he  wou'd  clain^. 
Immortal  gods  1  why  has  your  doom  decreed       5 
Two  wounded  hearts  with  equal  pangs  fhou'd  bleed  ? 
Since  that  great  law,  which  your  tribunal  guides. 
Has  joined  in  love  whom  deftiny  divides ; 
Repent,  you  pow'rs,  the  injuries  you  caufe. 
Or  change  our  natures,  or  reform  your  laws.      lo 
Unhappy  partner  of  my  killing  pain. 
Think  what  I  feel  the  moment  you  complain. 
Each  figh  you  utter  wounds  my  tend'rell  part. 
So  much  my  lips  mifreprefent  my  heart. 
When  from  your  eyes  the  falling  drops  diflil. 
My  vital  blood  in  every  tear  you  fpill : 
And  all  thofe  mournful  agonies  I  hear 
Are  but  the  echoes  of  my  own  defpair. 

*  Bom  16.,;  djfd  tyi^. 
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TO      MR.      GAY, 

ON     HIS     POEMS. 
BY      THE       SAME. 

W  HEN  Fame  did  o'er  the  fpacious  plains 

The  lays  Ihe  once  had  learn'd  repeat. 
All  liftn'd  to  the  tuneful  ftrains. 

And  wonder'd  who  could  fing  fo  fvveet. 
'Tvvas  thus.     The  graces  held  the  lyre, 

Th'  harmonious  frame  tlie  mufes  llrung. 
The  loves  and  fmiles  compos'd  the  choir. 

And  Gay  tranfcrib'd  what  Phcebus  fung. 


AN    OI>E 

TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURAKLE 

JOHN      LORD      GOVVER. 

WRITTEN     IN    THE     SPRING,     1716. 

BY     ELIJAH    FENTON.* 

I. 

vJ'er  Wintcr^s  long  inclement  fvvayv 

At  length  the  lolly  Spring  prevails ;: 

And,  fwift  to  meet  the  fmiling  May> 

Is  wafted  by  the  weftern  gales. 

Around  liim  dance  the-  rofy  Ilwirs,  5 

And  daiTiafking  the  ground  with  flow*rs> 

With  ambient  fweets  perfume  the  morn  : 

With  fhadovvy  verdiire  flourifli'd  high, 

A  fudden  youth  the  groves  enjoy  i 

Where  Philomellaments  forlorn.  10 

By  her  awaked,  the  woodland  choir 
To  hail  the  coming  god  prepares  ; 
And  tempts  me  to  refome  the  lyre. 
Soft  warblinn^  to  the  vernal  airs. 


o 


*  JStxft  16, . ;  Jjed  1 22©, 
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Yet  once  more,  O  ye  mufes  !  deign  15 

For  me,  the  meaneft  of  your  train, 

UnblamM  t*  approach  your  bleft  retreat : 

Where  Horace  wantons  at  your  fpring. 

And  Pindar  fweeps  a  bolder  firing  ; 

Whofe  notes  th*  Aonian  hills  repeat.  20 

III. 

Or  if  invok'd,  where  Thames's  fruitful  tides. 
Slow  thro'  the  vale  in  filver  volumes  play  ; 
Now  your  own  Phoebus  o'er  the  month  pre/ides. 
Gives  love  the  night,  and  doubly  gilds  the  day  : 
Thither,  indulgent  to  my  pray'r,  25 

Ye  bright  harmonious  nymphs  repair. 
To  fwell  the  notes  I  feebly  raife  : 
So  with  infpiring  ardors  warm'd. 
May  Gower's  propitious  ear  be  charm'd. 
To  liften  to  my  lays.  30 

I. 

JJeneath  the  pole  on  hills  of  fnovv. 

Like  Thracian  Mars,  th'  undaunted  Swede 

To  dint  of  fword  defies  the  foe  ; 

In  fight  unknowing  to  recede  : 

From  Volga's  banks,  th'  imperious  Czar  35 

Leads  forth  his  furry  troops  to  war ; 

Fond  of  the  fofter  fouthern  iky  : 

The  Soldan  gauls  th'  lllyrian  coaft ; 

But  foon  the  mifcreant  moony  holl 

Before  the  vidlor-crofs  Ihall  fly.  40 
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H. 
B-ut  here,,  no  clarion's  ihrilling  note 
The  mufe's  green  retreat  can  pierce  ; 
The  grove,  from  nolfy  camps  remote, 
\%  only  vocal  with  my  verfe  : 
Here,  wing*d  with  innocence  and  joy>  ^^ 

Let  the  Toft  Hours  that  ©*er  me  fly 
Prop  freedom-,  heahh,  and  gay  deiires  ; 
While  the  bright  Sein,  t*  exalt  the  foirl, 
"With  fparkling  plenty  crowns  the  bowl  ; 
AvA  wit,  and  fecial  mirth  ir/piies*  j% 

HI. 
Enamoured,  of  the  Sein,  celeflial  fair> 
(The  blooming  piide  of  Thetis'  azure  train) 
Bacchus,  to  win  the  nymph  who  caus'd  hi&  care;„ 
Lafh'd  his  fwift  tigers  to  the  Celtic  plain  : 

There  fecret  in  her  faphire  celU  ^5 

He  with  the  Nais  wont  to  dwell  ? 
Leaving  the  nedarM  feafts  of  Jove ; 
And  where  her  ma^y  waters  flow. 
He  gave  the  mantling  vine,  t®  grwv- 

A  trophy  to  his  lave^  6a 

I. 

Shalt  man  from  Nature's  fanftion  flray* 
With  blind  Opinion  for  his  guide ; 
And,  rebel  to  her  rightful  fway, 
Lcive  all  her  houixties  unenjoy'fi? 


Pool!  Time  no  change  of  motion  knows  ;         -6$ 

With  equal  fpecd  the  torrent  flows, 

To  fweep  fame,  pov;'r,  ^<rA  weakh  away  : 

i:hc  paji  is  all  by  Death  poffcfsM  ; 

And  frcgal  Fate  that  guards  the  rc^. 

By  giving,  bids  him  live,  fffikty*  7® 

IL 
O  Gower  1  thro'  all  that  deflin*d  Tpacc* 
What  breath  the  pow^'s  alfot  to  mcj 
Shall  fing  the  virtues  of  thy  rac6 
United,  and  compleat  in  thee. 
O  flcr»v''T  of  antient  Englifh  faith  !  ^7$ 

Perfue  th'  (unbeaten  patriot-path. 
In  which  confirmM  thy  father  (hone  : 
The  light  his  fair  example  gives  ^ 
Already  from  thy  dawn  receives 
A  luflre  equal  to  its  owR.  S<d 

m. 

Honour's  bright  dome,  on  lafting  columns  reared 
Nor  envy  rufts,  nor  rolling  years  confume  ; 
Loud  Tcans  ecchoing  round  the  roof  are  hear*d> 
And  clouds  of  Sncenfe  all  the  void  perfume. 

There  Phocron,  Lttlius,  Capel,  Hyde,        85 
With  Falkland  feated  near  his  fide, 
Fix'd  by  the  mufe  the  temple  grace  : 
Prophetic  of  thy  happier  fame, 
5he,  to  receive  thy  radiant  namc> 

Seleds  a  whiter  fpa-ce,  vf^ 


THE  ROSE-BUD. 


TO    *  TH^    RIGHT    HONOURABLE    THE    LADV 
JANE    WHARTON.* 


BY    WILLIAM    BROOME,    LL.    D.» 

CJ^EEN  of  fragrance,  lovely  rofe. 

The  beauties  of  thy  leaves  difclofe  I 

The  winter's  paft,  the  tempells  fly. 

Soft  gales  breathe  gently  through  the  iky  ;  5 

The  lark  fweet  warbling  on  the  wing 

Salutes  the  gay  return  of  fpring : 

The  filver  dews,  the  vernal  Ihow'rs, 

Call  forth  a  bloomy  walle  of  flow'rs ; 

The  joyous  fields,  the  fliady  woods,  lo 

Are  cloath*d  with  green,  or  fwell  with  buds ; 

Then  hafte  thy  beauties  to  difclofe. 

Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  rofe ! 

Thou,  beauteous  flow'r,  a  welcome  gucft^ 
Shalt  flourilh  on  the  fair-one's  breaft>  15 

Shalt  grace  her  hand,  or  deck  her  hair. 
The  flow'r  moft  fweet,  the  nymph  moft  fair ; 
Breathe  foft,  ye  winds  !  be  calm,  ye  ikies  ! 
Arife,  ye  flow*ry  race,  arife  1 
And  haile  thy  beauties  to  difclofe,  20 

Queen  of  fragrance,  lovely  rofp  I 

♦  B^rn  16 . ,  I  djed  1 741. 
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But  thoa,  fair  nymph,  thyfelf  furvcy 
In  this  fweet  offspring  of  a  day  ; 
That  miracle  of  face  mull  fail. 
Thy  charms  are  fwect,  bst  charms  are  frail :     25 
Swift  as  the  (hort-IiVd  fk)w*r  they  fly. 
At  morn  they  bloom,  at  evening  die  ; 
Tho'  ficknefs  yet  a  while  forbears. 
Yet  time  deftroys  what  ficknefs  fpares ; 
Now  Helen  lives  alone  in  fame,  3^ 

And  Cleopatra's  but  a  name  ; 
Time  muft  indent  that  heav'nly  brow. 
And  thou  muft  be,  what  *  they  are'  now. 

This  moral  to  the  fair  difclofe, 
Qaeen  of  fragrance,  lovely  roCe,  .3  $ 


ADDRESS 

TO     HIS 

ELBOW-CHAIR, 

NEW    CLOATHED. 
BY    WILLIAM    SOMERVILE,    E  S  q^  * 

JVIy  dear  companion,  and  my  faithful  friend  ! 
If  Orpheus  taught  the  liftening  oaks  to  bend ; 
If  ftones  and  rubbifh  at  Amphion*s  call, 
Danc'd  into  form,  and  built  the  Theban  wall ; 
Why  fhouldft  not  thou  attend  my  humble  lays,     5 
And  hear  my  grateful  harp  refound  thy  praife  ? 

True  thou  art  fpruce  and  fine,  a  very  beau  ; 
But  what  are  trappings  and  external  fhow  ? 
To  real  worth  alone  I  make  my  court ; 
Knaves  are  my  fcorn,  and  coxcombs  are  my  fport.  10 
Once  I  beheld  thee  far  lefs  trim  and  gay ; 
Ragged,  disjointed,  and  to  worms  a  prey ; 
The  fafe  retreat  of  every  lurking  moufe ; 
Derided,  fhunn'd ;  the  lumber  of  my  houfe. 
Thy  robe  how  chang'd  from  what  it  was  before  !   1 5 
Thy  velvet  robe,  which  pleas 'd  my  fires  of  yore  ; 
'Tis  thus  capricious  Fortune  wheels  us  round  ; 
Aloft  we  mount — then  tumble  to  the  ground. 
*  Born  x6»ti  djed it ,•* 
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Yet  grateful  tfxn^  my  condancy  I  provM  J 
I  knew  thy  worth  ;  my  friend  in  rags  I  lov'd  5 
I  lovM  thee,  morcy  nor,  like  a  courtier  fpam'd 
My  benefaflor,  when  the  tide  was  turned. 
With  confcious  {hame,  yet  frankly,  I  confefs. 
That  in  my  youthful  days — I  lov'd  thee  lefs. 
Where  vanity,  where  pleafurc  call'd,  I  ftray'd  ; 
And  every  wayward  appetite  obey'd. 
But  fage  experience  taught  me  how  to  prize 
My  f^lf ;  and  how,  this  world  :  (he  bad  me  ri/e 
To  nobler  flights,  regardlefs  of  a  race 
Of  factious  emmets ;  pointed  where  to  place 
My  blifs,  and  lodg'd  me  in  thy  foft  embrace. 

Here  on  thy  yielding  down  I  fit  fecure ; 
And,  patiently,  what  heaven  has  fent,  endure  ; 
From  all  the  futile  cares  of  bufinefs  free; 
'i^ox.fond  of  life,  but  yet  content  to  it :  35 

Here  mark  the  fleeting  hours  ;  regret  the  paft  ; 
And  feriously  prepare  to  meet  the  lall. 

So  fafe  on  Ihore  the  penfion'd  failor  lies  ; 
And  all  the  malice  of  the  ftorm  defies : 
With  eafe  of  body  bleft,  and  peace  of  mind,       40 
Pities  the  reftlefs  crew  he  left  behind  ; 
While  in  his  cell,  he  meditates  alone 
On  his  great  voyage,  to  the  world  unknown* 

Vol.  II.  R 


THE      GENIUS, 

AN     Or>E,    WRITTEN    IN     I7I7,    ON     OCCASION 
OF   THE    DUKE    OF    MARLBRO's   APOPLEXY. 

BY    LEONARD    WELSIED.  * 


Awful  hero,  Marlbro'  rife: 

Sleepy  charms  I  come  to  break : 
Hither  turn  thy  languid  eyes : 

.  Lo  !  thy  Genius  calls  ;  awake  ! 

-       •  H. 

Well  furvey  this  faithful  plan,  5 

Which  records  thy  life's  great  ftory ; 
'Tis  a  (hort,  but  crowded  fpan. 
Full  of  triumphs,  full  of  glory. 

III. 
One  by  one  thy  deeds  review  : 

Sieges,  battles,  thick  appear ;  le 

Former  wonders,  loft  in  new. 

Greatly  fill  each  pompous  year. 

iV. 

This  is  Blenheim's  crimfon  field, 

Wet  with  gore,  with  flaughter  ftain'd  ! 

Here  retiring  fquadrons  yield,  15 

And  a  bloodlefs  wreath  is  gain'd  I 
*  horn  16..;  dyed i-j^g* 
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V. 

Ponder  in  thy  godlike  mind 

All  the  wonders  thou  hall:  wrought ; 

Tyrants,  from  their  pride  dcclinM, 

Be  the  fubjecl  of  thy  thought,  20 

VI. 
Reft  thee  here,  while  life  may  Jaft  : 

Th*  utmoft  blifs,  to  man  allowM, 
Is  to  trace  his  aftions  pail. 

And  to  own  *em  great  and  good. 

VI[. 

But  'tis  gone — O  mortal  born  !  iz^ 

Swift  the  fading  fcenes  remove- 
Let  'em  pafs  with  noble  fcorn. 

Thine  are  worlds  which  roll  above, 

viir. 

Poets,  prophets,  heroes,  kings. 

Pleas 'd,  thy  ripe  approach  forefee  ;  30 

Men,  who  adled  wondrous  thin2^s, 

Tho'  they  yield  in  fame  to  the^. 

IX. 

Foremoft,  in  the  patriot-band. 

Shining  with  diftinguilh'd  day. 
Sec,  thy  friend,  Godolphin  ftand  I  ^5 

See  !  he  beckons  thee  away. 

X. 

Yonder  feats  and  fields  of  light 

Let  thy  ravilh'd  thought  explore  : 
Wilhing,  panting  for  thy  i  i^ht  I 

Half  an  angel ;  man  no  more.  4O 


VERSES 

DESIGNED    FOR     A 

WATGH     CASE. 

BY    JOHN    BYROM.* 

v^ouLD  but  our  tempers  move  like  this  machine^ 
Not  urg*d  by  paffion,  nor  delay 'd  by  fpleen ; 
But,  true  to  nature's  regulating  pow'r, 
J^y  virtuous  ads  diftinguifli  ev'ry  hour; 
Then  health  and  joy  would  follow,  as  they  ought,  5 
The  laws  of  motion,  and  the  laws  of  thought ; 
Sweet  health,  to  pafs  the  prefent  moment  o'er ; 
And  evcrlafting  joy,  when  time  fhall  be  no  more. 

EXTEMPORE. 

INTENDED     TO     ALLAY     THE     VIOLENCE    OF 
PARTY-SPIRIT. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

vj o  D  blefs  the  king,  I  mean  the  faith's  defender; 

God  blefs no  harm  in  blefling — the  pretender ; 

But  who  pretender  is,  or  who  is  king, 
God  blefs  us^all — that's  quite  another  thing. 

*  Bvrnx  ,,.;  djfd  ly^^. 


BEDLAM. 

BY     THOHlAS     FITZGERALD.* 
——MAJOR    PA&CAS    INSANE    MINOKI. 

W  HERE  proud  Augufta,  blefl  ^yith  long  rcpofe> 
Her  ancient  wall  and  ruin'd  bulwark  (hows, 
Clofe  by  a  verdant  plain,  with  graceful  height 
A  Ilately  fabric  rifes  to  the  fight. 
Yet  though  its  parts  all  elegantly  ihine,  5 

And  fweet  proportion  crowns  the  whole  dcfign  ; 
Though  art,  in  ftrong  expreflive  fculpture  Ihown, 
Confummate  art  informs  the  breathing  Hone ; 
Far  other  views  than  thefe  within  appear. 
And  woe  and  horror  dwell  for  ever  here.  10 

For  ever  from  the  echoing  roofs  rebounds 
A  dreadful  din  of  heterogeneous  founds ; 
From  This,  from  That,  from  ev'ry  quarter  rife 
Loud  fhouts,  and  fullen  groans,  and  doleful  cries ; 
Heart-foft*ning  plaints  demand  the  pitying  tear. 
And  peals  of  hideous  laughter  Ihock  the  ear. 

Thus,  when  in  fome  fair  Human  form  we  find 
The  lulls  all  rampant,  and  the  reafon  blinds 

*  Bern  16 . . ;  dyed  17... 
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Griev'd  we  behold  fuch  beauty  given  in  vain. 
And  nature's  fairefl  work  furvey  with  pain.        20 
Within  the  chambers  which  this  dome  contains. 
In  all  her  frantic  forms  Dillraftion  reigns. 
For  when  the  fenfe  from  various  obje6ls  brings. 
Through  organs  craz'd,  the  images  of  things  ; 
Ideas,  all  extravagant  and  vain,  25 

In  endlefs  fwarms  croud  in  upon  the  brain  : 
The  cheated  reafon  true  and  falfe  confounds. 
And  forms  her  notions  from  fantaflic  grounds. 
Then,  if  the  blood  impetuous  fwells  the  veins. 
And  choler  in  the  conftitution  reigns,  30 

Outrageous  fury  ftraight  inflames  the  foul. 
Quick  beats  the  pulfc,  and  fierce  the  eye-balls  roll ; 
Rattling  his  chains  the  wretch  all  raving  lies. 
And  roars  and  foams;  and  earth  and  heav'n  defies. 
Not  fo,  when  gloomy  the  black  bile  prevails. 
And  lumpifh  phlegm  the  thick'ned  mafs  congeals ; 
All  lifelefs  then  is  the  poor  patient  found. 
And  fits  for  ever  moping  on  the  ground ; 
His  aftive  powers  their  ufes  all  forego. 
Nor  fenfes,  tongue,  nor  limbs  their  functions  know. 
In  melancholy  loft,  the  vital  flarxe 
Informs,  and  juft  informs  the  liftlefs  frame. 
If  brilk  the  circulating  tides  advance. 
And  nimble  fpirits  through  the  fibres  dance. 
Then  all  the  images  delightful  rife,  45 

7'he  tickled  fancy  fparkles  tlirough  the  eyes ; 
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The  mortal,  all  to  mirth  and  joy  refign'd. 
In  €v*ry  gefture  (hews  his  freakilh  mind; 
Frolick  and  free,  he  laughs  at  fortune's  povv'r. 
And  plays  ten  thoufand  gambols  in  an  hour.      50 

Now  ent'ring  in,  my  mufe,  thy  theme  purfue. 
And  all  the  dome,  and  each  apartment  view. 

Within  this  lonely  lodge,  in  folemn  port 
A  (hiv*ring  monarch  keeps  his  awful  court. 
And  far  and  wide,  as  boundlefs  thought  can  flray. 
Extends  a  vaft  imaginary  fway. 
Utopian  princes  bow  before  his  throne,  •\ 

Lands  unexilHng  his  dominion  own,  J, 

And  airy  realms  and  regions  in  the  moon.  J 

The  pide  of  dignity,  the  pomp  of  ftate,  60 

The  dazling  glories  of  the  envy'd  Great, 
Rife  to  his  view,  and  in  his  fancy  fvvell. 
And  guards  and  courtiers  croud  his  empty  cell. 
See  how  he  walks  majellic  th'-ough  the  throng  ! 
(Behind  he  trails  his  tatter'd  robes  along)  65 

And  cheaply  blcll,  and  innocently  vain. 
Enjoys  the  dear  delufion  of  his  brain. 
In  this  fmall  fpot  expatiates  unconfin'd. 
Supreme  of  monarchs,  Firft  of  Human  kind. 

Such  joyful  ecilafy  as  this  poiTeft  70 

On  fome  triumphal  day  great  Caefar's  bread ; 
Great  Cacfar,  fcarce  beneath  the  gods  ador'd, 
7'fte  world's  proud  vii^or,  Rome's  Imperial  lord, 

R4 
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With  all  his  glories  in  their  utmoil  height, 

Aud  all  his.powV  difplayM  before  his  fight,       75 

Uanumber'd  trophies  grace  the  pompous  train. 

And  captive  kings  indignant  drag  their  chain. 

With  laurell'd  enfigns  glittVing  from  afar. 

His  legions,  glorious  partners  of  the  war, 

His  conquering  legions  march  behind  the  golden  car: 

Whiiil  fhouts  on  (liouts  from  gathered  nations  rife. 

And  cndlefs  acclamations  rend  the  ikies. 

For  This  to  vex  mankind  with  dire  alarms. 

Urging  with  rapid  fpeed  his  reftlefs  arms. 

From  clime  to  clime  the  mighty  madman  flew,  85 

Nor  tailed  quiet,  nor  contentment  knew. 

But  fpread  wild  ravage  all  the  world  abroad. 

The  plague  of  nations,  and  the  fcourge  of  god. 

Poor  Cloe whom  yon  little  cell  contains. 

Of  brn^cea  vows  and  faithlefs  man  complains :    cjo 

Her  heaving  bofom  fpeaks  her  inward  woe ; 

Her  tears  in  melancholy  iilence  flow. 

Yet  dill  her  fond  defires  tumultuous  rife. 

Melt  her  fad  foul,  and  languifh  in  her  eyes. 

And  form  her  wild  ideas  as  they  rove,  95 

To  all  the  tender  images  of  love  ; 

And  fill!  file  fooths  and  feeds  the  flatt'ring  pain, 

J^'alfe  as  he  is.  Hill,  Hill  flic  loves  her  fwain ; 

To  hopelefs  paflion  yields  her  heart  a  prey. 

And  iighs  and  fings  the  livelong  hours  away.    loo 
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So  mourns  th*  imprifon'd  lark  his  haplefs  fate. 
In  love's  foftfeafon  ravilh'd  from  his  mate. 
Fondly  fatigues  his  unavailing  rage. 
And  hops  and  flutters  round  and  round  his  cage. 
And  moans  and  droops,  with  pining  grief  oppreft,  105 
Whilft  fweet  complainings  warble  from  his  breaft. 

Lo  !  here  a  wretch  to  avarice  rcfign'd, 
'MidIlgather'dfcraps,andPireds,  and  rags  confined  ; 
Kis  riches  thcfe — for  thefe  he  rakes  and  fpares, 
Thefe  rack  his  bofom,  thefe  cngrofs  his  cares ;  1 10 
O'er  thefe  he  broods,  for  ever  void  of  reli. 
And  hugs  the  fneaking  paflion  of  his  breaft. 
See,  from  Himfelf  the  fordid  niggard  fteals, 
Referves  large  fcantlings  from  his  flender  meals ; 
Scarce  to  his  bowels  half  their  due  affords,       115 
And  ftarves  his  carcafe  to  increafe  his  hoards, 
^Till  to  huge  heaps  the  treafur'd  offals  fwell. 
And  ftlnk  in  ev'ry  corner  of  his  cell. 
And  thus  with  wondrous  wifdom  he  purveys 
Againft  contingent  want,  and  rainy  days,         1 20 
And  fcorns  the  fools  that  dread  not  to  be  poor. 
But  eat  their  morfel,  and  enjoy  their  llore. 

Behold  a  fage  !  immers'd  in  thought  profound  ; 
For  fciencc  He,  for  various  fkill  rcnown'd. 
At  no  mean  ends  his  fpeculations  aim,  125 

(Vile  pelf  he  fcorns,  nor  covets  empty  fame) 
The  Public  good,  the  welfare  of  mankind 
Employ  the  generous  labour  of  his  mind. 
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Foe  this  his  rich  imagination  teems 

With  rare  inventions  and  important  fchemcs  ;   130 

All  day  his  clofe  attention  he  applies. 

Nor  gives  he  midnight  llumbers  to  his  eyes  ; 

Content  if  this  his  toilfom  itadies  crown. 

And  for  the  world's  repofe  negledts  his  own. 

All  nature's  fecret  caufes  he  explores,  13^ 

The  laws  of  motion,  and  mechanic  pow'rs  : 

Hence  ev'n  the  elements  his  art  obey. 

O'er  earth, o'er  fire,  he  fpreads  his  wondrous  f.vay, 

And  through  the  liquid  fey,  and  o'er  the  wat'ry  way. 

Hence,  ever  pregnant  with  fome  vail  defign,     j^o 

He  drains  the  moor-land,  or  he  finks  the  mine> 

Or  levels  lofty  mountains  to  tlie  pbin. 

Or  fiops  the  roaring  torrents  of  the  main : 

Forc'd  up  by  fire  he  bids  the  water  rife. 

And  poijits  its  courfe  reverted  to  the  Ikies.        145 

His  ready  fancy  iliil  fupplies  the  means, 

!Forgcs  his  tools,  and  fixes  h\s  machines, 

Ercds  his  Huices,  and  his  mounds  fuilains. 

And  wliirls  perpetual  windmills. in  liis  brains. 

All  problems  has  his  lively  thought  fulxlu'd,     150 

Meafur'd  the  rtars,  and  found  the  longitude,  ■ 

And  fquar'dthe  circle,  and  the  tides  cxplain'd  : 

The  grand  arcanum  once  he  had  attain'd. 

Had  quite  atttain'd,  but  that  a  pipkin  broke. 

And  all  his  golden  hopes  expir'd  in  fmoke.       1^5 

And  once,  Ids  foul  infiam'd  with  patriot  zeal, 

A  fchemc  he  finilh'd  for  his  couutav's  weal : 
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This,  in  a  private  conference  made  known, 
A  flatefman  dole,  and  us'd  it  for  his  own  : 
And  then,  O  bafcncfs !  the  deceit  to  blind,       160 
Our  poor  projeftor  in  this  jail  confin'd. 

The  mufe  forbears  to  vifit  ev'ry  cell. 
Each  form,  each  objedl  of  diftrefs  to  tell ; 
To  (hew  the  fopling  curious  in  his  drefs, 
Gayly  trick*d  out  in  gaudy  raggednefs  ;  165 

The  poet,  ever  wrapt  in  glorious  dreams 
Of  pagan  gods,  and  Heliconian  flreams : 
The  wild  enthufiaft,  that  defpairing  fees 
Predcllin'd  wrath,  and  heav'n's  fevere  decrees  ; 
Thro'  thefe,  thro'  more  fad  fcenes  fhe  grieves  to  go. 
And  paint  the  whole  variety  of  woe. 

Mean  time,  on  Thefe  refleft  with  kind  concern. 
And  hence  this  juft,  this  ufeful  lefibn  learn  : 
If  ftrong  defires  thy  reafoning  powers  control ; 
If  arbitrary  paflions  fway  thy  foul ;  175 

If  pride,  if  envy,  if  the  lud  of  gain,  ^ 

If  wild  ambition  in  thy  bofom  reign,  i 

Alas  I  thou  vaunt'ft  thy  fober  fenfe  in  vain.  J 

In  thefe  poor  Bedlamites  thy  Self  furvey, 
7'hy  Self,  lefs  innocently  mad  than  They.         1 80 


THE 

MAN    OF    TASTE. 

occasion'd  by  an 

EPISTLE 

©F  MRv.  POPE*S  ON  THAT  SUBJECT. 
BY  ....  BR  AM  ST  ON.  * 

W  H.OB*ER,  he  be  that  to  a  Tafte  afpires. 
Let  him  read  this,  and  be  what  he  defires, 
Ii\  men. and  manners  vers'd,  from  life  I  write. 
Not  what  was  once,  but  what  is  now  polite. 
Thofc  who  of  courtly  France  have  made  the  tour,  5 
Can  fcarce  our  Englifti  aukwardnefs  endure. 
But  honeft  men,  who  never  were  abroad. 
Like  England  only,  and  its  Tafte  applaud. 
Stf ife  ftill  fubfifts,  which  yields  the  better  gout. 
Books  or  the  world,  the  many  or  the  few,  10 

True  Tafte  to  me  is  by  this  touchftone  known. 
That's  always  beft  that's  neareft  to  my  own. 
To  Ihcw  that  my  pretenfions  are  not  vain, 
My  father  was  a  playV  in  Drury-lane. 
Pears  and  piftachio-nuts  my  mother  fold,  15 

He  a  dramatick  poet,  flie  a  fcold. 

♦  Born  17..;  dyed  j  7  . .  # 
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His  tragic  Mufe  could  coantefles  affright, 

•  Her'  wit  in  boxes  was  my  lord's  delight. 

No  mercenary  priell  e'er  join'd  their  hands, 

Uncramp'd  by  wedlock's  unpoeticlc  bands.  20 

Laws  my  Pindarick  parents  matter'd  not. 

So  I  was  tragi-comically  got. 

My  infant  tears  a  fort  of  meafure  kept, 

I  fquall'd  in  diftichs,  and  in  triplets  wept. 

No  youth  did  I  in  education  wafle,  15 

Happy  in  an  hereditary  Talle. 

Writing  ne'er  cramp'd  the  fmews  of  my  thumb. 

Nor  barb'rous  birch  e'er  brufli'd  my  tender  bum. 

My  guts  ne'er  fuffer'd  from  a  college  cook. 

My  name  ne'er  enter'd  in  a  buttery-book.  30 

Grammar  in  vain  the  Tons  of  Prifcian  teack. 

Good  parts  are  better  than  eight  parts  of  fpeech  : 

Since  thefe  declin'd,  thofe  undeclin'd  they  call, 

I  thank  my  ftars  that  I  declin'd  them  all. 

To  Greek  or  Latin  tongues  without  pretence,   35 

I  truft  to  mother  wit,  and  father  fenfe. 

Nature's  my  guide,  all  fciences  I  fcorn. 

Pains  T  abhor,  I  was  a  poet  born. 

Yet  is  my  gout  for  criticifm  fuch, 
I've  got  fome  French,  and  know  a  little  Dutcli.  4© 
Huge  commentators  grace  my  learned  fhelves. 
Notes  upon  books  out-do  the  books  themfelves. 
Criticks  indeed  are  valuable  men. 
But  hyper -criticks  are  as  good  agcn. 
r.  i8.  His. 
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Tho'  Blackmore's  works  my  foul  with  raptures  fill. 

With  notes  by  Bentley  they'd  be  better  ftill. 

The  Boghoufe-Mifcellany's  well  defign'd. 

To  eafe  the  body  and  improve  the  mind. 

Swift's  whims  and  jokes  for  my  refentment  call. 

For  he  difpleafes  me  that  pleafes  all.  50 

Verfe  without  rhyme  I  never  could  endure. 

Uncouth  in  numbers,  and  in  fenfe  obfcure. 

To  him  as  nature,  when  he  ceas'd  to  fee, 

Milton's  an  univerfal  blank  to  me. 

Confirmed  and  fettled  by  the  nation's  voice,        55 

Rhyme  is  the  poet's  pride,  and  people's  choice. 

Always  upheld  by  national  fupport. 

Of  market,  univerfity,  and  court : 

Thomfon,  write  blank ;  but  know  that  for  that  reafon 

Thefe  lines  (hall  live  when  thine  are  out  of  feafon. 

Rhyme  binds  and  beautifies  the  poet's  lays. 

As  London  ladies  owe  their  fliape  to  flays. 

Had  Gibber's  felf  the  Carelefs  Huiband  wrote ; 
He  for  the  laurel  ne'er  had  had  my  vote  : 
But,  for  his  epilogues  and  other  plays,  65 

He  thoroughly  deferves  the  modern  bays. 
It  pleafes  me  tliat  Pope  unlaurell'd  goes. 
While  Gibber  wears  the  bays  for  play-houfe  profe : 
So  Britain's  monarch  once  uncover'd  fate. 
While  Bradlhaw  bully'd  in  a  broad-brimm'd  hat.  70 

Long  live  old  Gurl  I  he  ne'er  to  publifn  fears. 
The  fpeechcs,  verfes,  and  lalt  wills  of  peers. 
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How  oft  has  he  a  publiclt  fpiric  (hewn. 
And  pkasM  our  ears,  regardlcfs  of  his  own  ! 
Kut  to  give  merit  due,  though  Curl's  the  fame,  75 
Arc  not  his  brother  book-fellers  the  fame? 
Can  ftatutcs  keep  the  Britifii  prefs  in  awe. 
While  that  fells  bell  that's  moft  againfl  the  law  ? 

Lives  of  dead  play'rs  my  leifure  hours  beguile. 
And  SciTions-papers  tragedi/c  my  iHle.  So 

'Tis  charming  reading  in  Ophelia's  life. 
So  oft  a  mother,  and  not  once  a  wife : 
She  could  with  jull  propriety  behave. 
Alive  with  peers,  with  monarclis  in  her  grave : 
Her  lot  how  oft  have  envious  harlots  wept,         S  j 
By  prebends  bury'd,  and  by  generals  kept  ! 

T'  improve  in  morals  Mandevil  1  read. 
And  Tyndal's  fcruples  are  my  fettled  creed. 
1  travell'd  early,  and  I  foon  faw  through 
Religion  all,  ere  I  was  twenty-two.  9* 

Shame,  pain,  or  poverty  Ihall  I  endure. 
When  ropes  or  opium  can  my  eafe  procure  ? 
When  money's  gone,  and  I  no  debts  can  pav, 
Self-mnrder  is  an  honourable  way. 
As  Pafaran  direfts  I'd  end  my  life,  y^ 

And  kill  myfelf,  my  daughter,  and  my  wife. 
Burn  but  that  Bible  which  the  parfon  quotes. 
And  men  of  fpirit  all  (hall  cut  their  throats. 

But  not  to  writings  I  confine  my  pen, 
I  have  a  Tafte  for  buildings,  mufick,  men.      io», 
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Young  traveird  coxcombs  mighty  knowledge  boaf?. 

With  fuperficial  fmattering  at  moft. 

Not  (o  my  mind,  unfatisfied  with  hints. 

Knows  more  than  Budgel  writes  or  Roberts  prints. 

I  know  the  town,  all  houfes  I  have  feen,  105 

From  High-Park  comer  down  to  Bednal-Green. 

Sure  wretched  Wren  was  taught ^y  bungling  Jones, 

To  murder  mortar,  and  disfigure  ftones  ! 

Who  in  Whitehall  can  fymmetry  difcern  ? . 

I  reckon  Covent-garden  church  a  barn.  1 10 

Nor  hate  I  lefs  thy  vile  cathedral,  Paul, 

Th^  choir*s  too  big,  the  cupola's  too  fmall : 

Subftantial  walls  and  heavy  roofs  I  like, 

'Tis  Vanbrug's  ftrudlures  that  my  fancy  ftrike  ; 

Such  noHe  ruins  ev'ry  pile  wou'd  make,  1 1 5 

I  wifh  they'd  tumble  for  the  profpeft's  fake. 

To  lofty  Chelfea,  or  to  Greenwich  dome. 

Soldiers  and  failors  all  are  welcomed  home. 

Her  poor  to  palaces  Britannia  brings, 

St.  James's  hofpital  may  ferve  for  kings.  1 20 

Buildings  fo  happily  I  underftand. 

That  for  one  houfe  I'd  mortgage  all  my  land. 

Dorick,  lonick,  Ihall  not  there  be  found. 

But  it  (hall  coft  me  three fcore  thoufand  pound. 

From  out  my  honeft  workmen,  I'll  feleft  125 

A  Bricklay'r,  and  proclaim  him  architeft; 

Firft  bid  him  build  me  a  ftupendous  dome. 

Which  having  finilh'd,  we  fet  out  for  Rome  5 
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*r«ike  a  week's  view  of  Venice  and  the  Brent, 

Stare  round,  fee  nothing,  and  come  home  content. 

I'll  have  my  Villa  too,  a  fweet  abode. 

Its  fituation  (hall  be  London  road: 

Pots  o'er  the  door  I'll  place,  like  Cits  balconies. 

Which  *  Bentley  calls  the  Gardens  of  Adonis. 

I'll  have  my  gardens  in  the  fafhion  too,  135 

For  what  is  beautiful  that  is  not  new  ? 
Fair  four-legg'd  temples,  theatres  that  vye 
With  all  the  angles  of  a  Chriftmas-pye*. 
Does  it  not  merit  the  beholder's  praife. 
What's  high  to  fmk  ?  and  what  iS  lovv  it)  ralfe  ?   1 40 
Slopes  (hall  afcend  where  once  a  green-houfe  ilood. 
And  in  my  horfe-pond  1  will  plant  a  woc^d. 
Let  mifers  dread  the  hoarded  gold  to  wafte, 
Expence  and  alteration  Ihews  a  Talle. 

In  curious  paintings  I'm  exceeding  nice,       145 
And  know  their  feveral  beauties  by  their  price. 
Auftions  and  fales  I  conftantly  attend. 
But  chufe  my  piftures  by  a  (kilful  friend. 
Originals  and  copies  much  the  fame. 
The  picture's  value  is  the  painter's  name.         150 

My  Tafte  in  fculpture  from  my  choice  is  feen, 
I  buy  no  ftatues  that  are  not  obfcene. 
In  fpite  of  Addifon  and  ancient  Rome, 
Sir  Cloudefly  Shovel's  is  my  fav'rite  tomb. 
»  Bcntlcy's  Milton,  Book  9,  vcr.  439. 

VoL.IL  S 
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How  oft  have  I  with  admiration  flood,  155 

To  view  fome  city-magiftrate  in  wood  \ 

i  gaze  with  pleafure  on  a  lord-mayor's  head, 

Caft  with  propriety  ia  gilded  lead. 

Oh  could  I  view,  through  London  as  I  pais. 

Some  broad  Sir  Balaam  in  Corinthian  brafs  !    160 

High  on  a  pedeftal,  ye  freemen,  place 

His  magifterial  paunch  and  griping  face  ; 

Letter'd  and  gilt,  let  him  adorn  Cheapfide, 

And  grant  the  tradefman  what  a  king's  deny'd. 

Old  coins  and  medals  I  colled,  'tis  true,       165 
Sir  Andrew  has  'em,  and  I'll  have  'em  too. 
But  among  friends  if  1  the  truth  might  fpeak, 
I  like  the  modern,  and  defpife  th'  antique. 
Tho'  in  the  draw'rs  of  my  japan  bureau. 
To  lady  Gripeall  I  the  Caefars  Ihew,  170 

'Tis  equal  to  her  ladylhip  or  me, 
A  copper  Otho,  or  a  Scotch  baubee. 
Without  Italian,  or  without  an  ear. 
To  Bononcini's  mufick  I  adhere  : 
Mufick  has  charms  to  footh  a  favage  breaft,     175 
And  therefore  proper  at  a  fherifPs  feaft. 
My  foul  has  oft  a  fecret  pleafure  found. 
In  the  harmonious  bagpipe's  lofty  found. 
Bagpipes  for  men,  fhrill  German-flutes  for  boys, 
I'm  Englifh  born,  and  love  a  grumbling  noife.  1 3o 
The  Ilage  Ihould  yield  the  folemn  organ's  note. 
And  fcripture  tremble  in  the  eunuch's  throat. 
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Let  Senefino  fing  what  David  writ. 

And  hallelujahs  charm  the  pious  pit. 

Eager  in  throngs  the  town  to  Heller  canie,       185 

And  Oratorio  was  a  lucky  name. 

Thou,  Heidegger  !  the  Engliih  Ta«e  haft  found. 

And  rul'ft  the  mob  of  quality  with  found. 

In  Lent,  if  mafquerades  difplcafe  the  town. 

Call  *em  Ridotros,  and  they  ftill  go  down  :       190 

Go  on,  prince  Phiz  !  to  pleafe  the  Britifli  Nation, 

Call  thy  next  Mafquerade  tL  Convocation.      , 

Bears,  lions,  wolves,  and  elephants  I  breed. 
And  Philofophical  Tranfaftions  read. 
Next  lodge  I'll  be  Free-Mafon,  notliing  lefs,    195 
Unlefs  I  happen  to  be  F.  R.  S. 

I  have  a  palate,  and  (as  yet)  two  ears. 
Fit  company  for  porters  or  for  peers. 
Of  ev*ry  ufeful  knowledge  Fve  a  fhare. 
But  my  top  talent  is  a  bill  of  fare.  200 

Sirloins  and  rumps  of  bsef  offend  my  eyes. 
Pleased  with  frogs  fricalfeed,  and  coxcomb»pies, 
Diflies  I  chufe  though  little,  yet  genteel. 
Snails  the  firft  courfe,  and  peepers  crown  the  meal. 
Pigs  heads  with  hair  on  much  my  fancy  pleafe,  2051 
I  love  young  coUy-flow'rs  if  ftew*d  in  cheefe,        ( 
And  give  ten  guineas  for  a  pint  of  peas.  J 

No  tattling  fervants  to  my  table  come. 
My  grace  is  filence,  and  my  waiter  dumb. 
S  z 


276  BRAMSTON. 

Queer  country-puts  extol  queen  Befs's  reign,  2  to 
And  of  loft  hofpitality  complain : 
Say  thou  that  doft  thy  father's  table  praife. 
Was  there  mahogena  in  former  days  ? 

Oh  !  could  a  Britifh  barony  be  fold  ! 
I  would  bright  honour  buy  with  dazling  gold.   2 1 5 
Could  I  the  privilege  of  peer  procure. 
The  rich  Fd  bully,  and  opprefs  the  poor. 
To  give  is  wrong,  but  it  is  wronger  flill. 
On  any  terms  to  pay  a  tradefman's  bill. 
I'd  make  the  infolent  mechanicks  flay,  220 

And  keep  my  ready  money  all  for  play. 
I'd  try  if  any  pleafure  could  be  found. 
In  tolling  up  for  twenty-thoufand  pound. 
Had  I  whole  counties,  I  to  White's  would  go. 
And  fet  land,  woods,  and  rivers,  at  a  throw.    225 
But  Ihould  I  meet  with  an  unlucky  run. 
And  at  a  throw  be  gloriously  undone. 
My  debts  of  honour  I'd  difcharge  the  firft. 
Let  all  my  lawful  creditors  be  curs'd  : 
My  title  would  preferve  me  from  arreft,  230 

And  feizing  hired  horfes  is  a  jeft. 

I'd  walk  the  morning  with  an  oaken  flick, 
With  gloves  and  hat,  like  my  own  footman,  Dick. 
A  footman  I  wou'd  be,  in  outward  fhow. 
In  fenfe,  and  education,  truly  fo.  235 

As  for  my  head,  it  Ihould  ambiguous  wear 
At  once  a  perriwig,  and  its  own  hair. 
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My  hair  Vd  powder  in  the  women's  way. 
And  drefs,  and  talk  of  drefllng  more  than  they. 
I'll  pleafe  the  maids  of  honour,  if  I  can  ;  240 

Without  black  velvet  breeches,  what  is  man  ? 
I  will  my  fkill  in  button-holes  difplay. 
And  brag  how  oft  I  fhift  me  ev'ry  day. 
Shall  I  wear  cloaths,  in  aukward  England  made  ? 
And  fweat  in  cloth,  to  help  the  woollen  trade  ?  245 
In  French  embroid'ry,  and  in  Flanders  lace, 
I'll  fpend  the  income  of  a  treafurer's  place. 
Deard's  bill  for  baubles  Ihall  to  thoufands  mount. 
And  Pd  out-di'mond  even  the  di'mond  count. 
I  would  convince  the  world  by  taudry  cloaths  250- 
That  belles  are  lefs  effeminate  than  beaux  ; 
And  do(5tor  Lamb  fliould  pare  my  lordlhip's  toes. 

To  boon  companions  I  my  time  would  give. 
With  players,  pimps,  and  parafites  Pd  live. 
I  would  with  jockeys  from  Newmarket  dine,    255 
And  to  rough-riders  give  my  choiceft  wine. 
I  would  carefs  fome  ftableman  of  note. 
And  imitate  his  language  and  his  coat. 
My  ev'nings  all  I  would  with  (harpers  fpend. 
And  make  the  thief-catcher  my  bofom  friend.  260 
In  Fig  the  prize-fighter  by  day  delight. 
And  fup  with  Colley  Cibber  ev'ry  night. 
Should  I  perchance  be  fafhionably  ill, 
I'll  fend  for  Mifaubin,  and  take  his  pill, 
S  3 


] 
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I  (hould  abhor,  though  in  the  utmoll  need,       265 
Arbuthnot,  Hollins,  Wigan,  Lee,  or  Mead  : 
But  if  I  found  that  I  grew  worfe  and  worfe, 
I'd  turn  oiF  Mifaubin  and  take  a  nurfe. 
How  oft,  when  eminent  pbyficians  fail. 
Do  good  old  women's  remedies  prevail !  270 

When  beauty's  gone,  and  Chloe's  fti  uck  with  years. 
Eyes  Ihe  can  couch,  or  (he  can  fyringe  ears. 
Of  graduates  I  dislike  the  learned  rout. 
And  chufe  a  female  dodor  for  the  gout. 

Thus  would  I  live,  with  no  dull  pedantscurs'd,  275 
Sure,  of  all  blockheads,  fcholars  are  the  word. 
Back  to  your  Univerfities,  ye  fools. 
And  dangle  arguments  on  firings  in  fchools : 
Tiiofe  fchooU  which  Univerfities  they  call, 
' Twere  well  for  England  were  there  none  at  all.  280 
With  eafe  that  lofs  the  nation  might  fuftain. 
Supply 'd  by  Goodman's  fields  and  Drury-lane. 
Oxford  and  Cambridge  are  not  worth  one  farthing, 
Compar'd  to  Haymarket  and  Covent-garden  : 
Quit  thofe,  ye  Britifli  youth,  and  follow  thefe,  285 
Turn  players  all,  and  take  your  'fquires  degrees. 
Boaft  not  your  incomes  now,  as  heretofore. 
Ye  book-learn'd  feats  !  the  theatres  have  more  : 
Ye  ftifF-rump'd  heads  of  colleges  be  dumb ; 
A  fingle  eunuch  gets  a  larger  fum.  290 

Have  fome  of  you  three  hundred  by  the  year; 
Booth,  Rich,  and  Gibber,  twice  three  ihoufand  clear. 
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Should  Oxford  to  her  filler  Cambridge  join 

A  year's  rack-rent,  and  arbitrary  fine. 

Thence  not  one  winter's  charge  would  be  defrayed 

For  play-houfe,  opera,  ball,  and  mafquerade. 

Glad  1  congratulate  the  judging  age. 

The  players  are  the  world,  the  world  the  ftage. 

I  am  a  politician  too,  and  hate. 
Of  any  party,  minifters  of  ftatc  :  300 

I'm  for  an  A6t,  that  he,  who  fev'n  whole  years 
Has  ferv'd  his  king  and  country,  lofe  his  ears. 

Thus  from  my  birth  I'm  qualified,  you  find. 
To  give  the  laws  of  Tafte  to  human  kind. 
Mine  are  the  gallant  fchemes  of  politefle,         305 
For  books,  and  buildings,  politicks,  and  drefs. 
This  is  true  Tafte,  and  whofo  likes  it  not 
Js  blockhead,  coxcomb,  puppy,  fool,  and  fot. 


ODE 

ON    THE 

DEATH 

OF 

M    A   T    Z    E    L, 

A    FAVOURITE    BULL-FINCH, 

Addrefs'd  to  Mr.  St pe,  to  whom  the  author- 
had  given  the  reverfion  of  it  when  he  lef; 
Drefden. 

BY  SIR  CHARLES  HANBURY  WILLIAMS,  K.B.* 
I. 

lay  not,  my  St e,  'tis  in  vain 

To  Hop  your  tears,  to  hide  your  pain. 

Or  check  your  honeft  rage ; 
Give  forrow  and  revenge  their  fcope. 
My  prefent  joy,  your  future  hope,  c 

JLies  murder'd  in  his  cage. 

*  B0rH  1  . . , ;  ^jed  ly ,»» 
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Matzel's  no  more,  ye  graces,  loves. 
Ye  linnets,  nightingales  and  doves> 

Attend  th*  untimely  bier  ; 
Let  ev*ry  for  row  be  expreft,  lO 

Beat  with  your  wings  each  mournful  brcall. 

And  drop  the  natVal  tear. 

III. 
In  height  of  fong,  in  beauty's  pride. 
By  fell  Grimalkin's  claws  he  died ^ 

But  vengeance  fhall  have  way  :  15 

On  pains  and  tortures  I'll  refine  | 
Yet,  Matzell,  that  one  death  of  thine 

His  nine  will  ill  repay. 

IV. 
For  thee,  my  bird,  the  facred  Nine, 
Who  lov'd  thy  tuneful  notes,  Ihall  join  Z9 

In  thy  funereal  verfe  : 
My  painful  taflc  fliall  be  to  write 
Th'  eternal  dirge  which  they  indite. 

And  hang  it  on  thy  hearfe. 

V. 
In  vain  I  lov'd,  in  vain  I  mourn  35 

My  bird,  who  never  to  return 
Is  fled  to  happier  Ihades, 
Where  Lefbia  Ihall  for  him  prepare 
The  place  moft  charming,  and  mod  fair 

Of  all  th*  Elyfian  glades.  30 
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VI. 

There  fiiall  thy  BOte«  irl  cyprefs  grove 
Sooth  wretched  ghofts  that  died  for  love ; 

There  fhall  thy  plaintive  ftrain 
Lull  impioiw  Phaedra's  endlefs  grief. 
To  Procris  yield  foine  (hort  relief,  3:5 

And  foften  Dido's  pain. 

vir. 

Till  Proferpine  by  chance  (hall  htsr 
Thy  notes,  and  m?.kt  thee  ail  her  cire. 

And  love  thee  with  my  love ; 
While  each  attendant's  foul  fliall  praife  y^ 

The  matchlefs  Matzel's  tuneful  lays, 

And  all  his  fongs  approve. 

AN 

O  D  E 

ON 

MISS  HARRIET  HANBURY, 

AT    SIX    YEARS    OLD-. 
»Y    TH£     SAME. 

I. 

vVhy  fhou'd  I  thus  employ  my  time. 
To  pdnt  thofe  cheeks  of  rofy  hue  ? 
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Why  (hould  I  fearch  my  brains  for  rhyme. 
To  fmg  thofc  eyes  of  glofly  blue  ? 

II. 
^  Their'  pow'r  as  yet  is  all  in  vain,  5 

Thy  num'rous  charms  and  various  graces : 
They  only  fervc  to  banifh  pain. 

And  light  up  joy  in  parents*  faces. 

III. 

But  foon  thofe  eyes  their  ftrength  fliall  feel : 

Thofe  charms  their  powerful  fway  (hall  find  :  10 

Youth  fliail  in  crowds  before  you  l^neel. 
And  own  your  empire  o'er  mankind. 

IV. 

Then,  when  on  Beauty's  throne  you  fit. 
And  thoufands  court  your  wilh'd-for  arms. 

My  mufe  (hall  ftretch  her  utmoft  wit,  15 

To  fing  the  viftories  of  your  charms. 

V. 
Charms  that  in  time  fhill  ne'er  be  loft. 

At  leaft  while  verfe  like  mine  endures : 
And  future  Hinburys  (hall  boaft. 

Of  verfe  like  mine,  of  charms  like  yours.        2Q 

VI. 
A  little  vain  we  both  may  be. 

Since  fcarce  another  houfe  can  (hew 
A  poet,  that  can  fing  like  me  ; 

A  beauty,  that  can  charm  like  you. 


THE 

SPARROW. 

FROM  CATULLUS. 

BY  FRANCIS  FAVVKES.* 

All  ye  gentle  powers  above, 

Venus,  and  thou  god  of  love ; 

All  ye  gentle  fouls  below. 

That  can  melt  at  others  woe ; 

Lefbia's  lofs  with  tears  deplore,  5 

Lefbia*s  fparrow  is  no  more  : 

Late  fhe  wont  her  bird  to  prize 

Dearer  than  her  own  bright  eyes. 

Svveet  it  was,  and  lovely  too. 

And  its  miilrefs  well  it  knew.  10 

Neftar  from  her  lips  it  fipt. 

Here  it  hopt,  and  there  it  Ikipt : 

Oft  it  wanton'd  in  the  air. 

Chirping  only  to  the  fair  : 

Oft  it  lull'd  its  head  to  reft  15 

On  the  pillow  of  her  breaft. 

Now,  alas !  it  chirps  no  more  ; 

All  its  blandiihments  are  o'er  r 

♦  Barn  %'}..',  dyed  i^j  .. 


F  A  W  K  E  S . 
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Death  has  fummonM  it  to  go 
Pcnfive  to  the  fliaJes  below  ; 
Difmal  regions  !  from  whofe  bourn 
No  pale  travellers  return. 
Death  !   relentlefs  to  deHroy 
Ail  that's  form'd  for  love  or  joy. 
Joy  is  vanifti'd,  love  is  fled, 
For  my  Lefbia*s  fparrow's  dead. 
Lo,  the  beauteous  nymph  appears 
Languilhingly  drown'd  in  tears  ! 


25 


THE     WISH. 

BY    JAMES     MERRICK.* 

irlow  fhort  is  life's  uncertain  fpace  ! 

Alas  !  how  quickly  done  ! 
How  fwift  the  wild  precarious  chace  I 
And  yet  how  difficult  the  race  I 

How  very  hard  to  run  !  5 

Youth  flops  at  firfl  its  wilful  ears 

To  Wifdom's  prudent  voice  ; 
Till  now  arriv'd  to  riper  years. 
Experienced  age,  worn  out  with  cares> 

Repents  its  earlier  choice.  10 

What  though  its  profpefts  now  appear 

So  pleafing  and  refin'd ; 
Yet  groundlefs  hope,  and  aimous  ifear. 
By  turns  the  bufy  moments  (hare. 

And  prey  upon  the  mind.  1 5 

Since  then  falfe  joys  our  fancy  cheat 

With  hopes  of  real  blifs  ; 
Ye  guardian  powVs  that  rule  my  fate. 
The  only  wiih  that  I  create 

Is  all  compriz'd  in  this.  io 

*  Born  17..;  djed  1 769. 
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May  I,  through  life's  uncertain  tide. 

Be  ftill  from  pain  exempt ; 
May  all  my  wants  be  ftill  fupply'd. 
My  (late  too  low  t*  admit  of  pride. 

And  yet  above  contempt.  jj 

But  fhould  your  providence  divine 

A  greater  blifs  intend  ; 
May  all  thofe  blefTmgs  you  delign, 
(If  e'er  thofe  bleffings  (hall  be  mine) 

£e  center'd  in  a  friend.  50 


TO    '  A    LADY.* 

WRAPPED    ROUND    A    NOSEGAY    OF    VIOLEtS. 
MDCCLXI. 

BY    JOHN    LANGfiORNE,    D.  D.  ♦ 

JL/EAR  obje(^  of  my  late  and  early  prayer  ! 

Source  of  my  joy  1  and  folace  of  my  care  I 

Whofe  gentle  friendihip  fuch  a  charm  can  give. 

As  makes  me  wiih,  and  tells  me  how  to  live. 

To  thee  the  Mufe  with  grateful  hand  would  bring  5 

Thefe  firft  fair  children  of  the  doubtful  Spring. 

O  may  they,  fearlefs  of  a  varying  fky. 

Bloom  on  thy  breaft,  and  fmile  beneath  thine  eye  I 

In  fairer  lights  their  vivid  blue  difplay. 

And  fweeter  breathe  their  little  lives  away  !        10 


THE   FIRE-Sl£>E. 

yr    I»ATK.ANI.EL    COTTOK,,    M.   D.  * 
I, 

JL/ear  ChlG€r  while  tfie  bufy  crowdV 
Tjic  vain,  the  wealthy,-  and  the  proud, 

Jn  Foil y-**' m axe  advance  ? 
The'  fingularity  and  pride 
Ke  caird  our  choice,  we'll  flep  a^de;r  ^ 

Nor  jiO-ia  the  giddy  dance.. 

ir. 

From-  the  gay  world  we'll  oft  retire' 
To  our  own  family  and  fi*-^, 

Where  love  our  hours  employs-; 
IMo  noify  neighbour  enters  here,  K> 

No  intermeddling  ftranger  near, 

To^-Tpcil  (M^  heart-felt  joys*- 

if  {olid  happmefs  we  pri/.e/ 
Within  our  breall  this  jewel  lies  ;■ 

And  they  are  fods  wlio  roam  :  J^ 

The  world  has  nothing  to  beftow, 
Jroai  our  own  fclves  our  jays  mu-fr  flow. 

And  that  dear  hut,  our  home. 

•   Jf(W«  17..;  ^eJ  1  789.- 

Vol.  LL.  T 
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IV. 

Of  reft  was  Noah's  dove  bereft. 

When  with  i!r-patlent  wing  (he  left  3P0 

That  fafe  retreat,  the  ark  ; 
Giving  her  vain  excurfion  o'er. 
The  difappoirted  bird  once  more 

Explor'd  the  facred  bark. 

V. 

Tho'  fools  fpurn  Hymen's  gentle  pow'rs,  25 

We,  who  improve  his  golden  hours. 

By  fweet  exoerience  know. 
That  marriage,  rightly  underftood> 
Gives  to  the  tender  and  the  good 

A  paradife  below.  jo 

VI. 

Our  babes  (hall  richeft  comforts  bring^. 
If  tutor'd  right,  they'll  prove  a  fpring. 

Whence  pleafures  ever  rife  : 
We'll  form  their  minds  with  ftudious  care 
To  all  that's  manly,  good,  and  fair,  3.5 

And  train  them  for  the  Ikies, 

VII. 
While  they  our  wifeft  hours  engage. 
They'll  joy  our  youth,  fuppcrt  our  age. 

And  crown  our  hoary  hairs : 
They'll  grow  in  virtue  ev'ry  day,  40 

And  thus  our  fondeft  loves  repay, 

And  recompenfe  our  cares. 


COTTOHT,  ajFJ 

VIIL  ^ 

Ka  borrow'd  joys  I  they're  all  our  own^r 
While  to  the  world  we  live  unknown. 

Or  by  t:  .e  world  forgot :  ^5 

Monarchs !  we  envy  not  yotir  fta:tr. 
We  look  with  pity  on  the  great/ 

And  blefs  oar  humbler  lot. 

Out  portion  is  not  Targe  indeed^ 

Btrt  then,  how  little  do  we  need,  50 

For  Nature's  calls  are  few  ! 
In  tliis  the  art  of  living  lies. 
To  want  no  more  than  may  fuffice. 

And  make  that  little  do. 

X, 

Welf  therefore  reltHi  with  content^  55 

WhateVr  kind  providence  has  fentr 

Nor  aim  beyond  our  pow'r  ^ 
-For  if  our  Hock  be  very  fmall, 
'Tis  prudence  to  enjoy  it  all. 

Nor  lofe  the  prefent  boat.  ^ 

xr. 

To  be  refign'd,  when  ills  betide  y 
Patient,  when  favours  are  deny'd. 

And  pleas'd  with  favours  giv'^n  5 
i>ear  Chloe,  tiii«  is  wifdom's  part. 
This  is  that  incenfc  of  the  heart,  ^5 

Whofe  fragrance  fmelU  to  hea-v^n^ 
T  * 
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XII. 
We'll  afk  no  long  protrafted  treat, 
(Since  winter  life  is  feldom  fv\4et,) 

But  v/hen  our  feaft  is  o'c. 
Graceful  from  table  we'll  arife,  70 

Nor  grudge  our  fons,  with  envious  eyes. 

The  relicks  of  our  ftore. 

.  xiir. 

Thus  hand  in  hand  thro*  life  we'll  go. 
Its  checker'd  paths  of  joy  and  woe 

With  cautious  fleps  we'll  tread  ;  75 

Quit  its  vain  fcenes  without  a  tear. 
Without  a  trouble  or  a  fear. 

And  mingle  with  the  dead. 

XIV. 
While  Confcience,  like  a  faithful  friend. 
Shall  thro'  the  gloomy  vale  attend,  80 

And  cheer  our  dying  breath ; 
Shall,  when  all  other  comforts  ceafe. 
Like  a  kind  angel  whifper  peace. 

And  fmooth  the  bed  cf  death. 


^%*.w. 
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ENGLISH  ANTHOLOGY. 

PART  THE  SECOND. 


A  RETIR'D  FRIENDSHIP: 
TO  ARDELIA, 

BY    MR$.    KATHBRINE    PHILIPS. f 

I. 

v-«0ME,  my  Ardelia,  to  this  bow'r. 
Where  kindly  mingling  fouls  awhile, 

Let's  innocently  fpend  an  hour. 
And  at  all  ferious  follies  fmile. 

f  BQm  1631 ;  dytd  1664.  Her  maiden  name  luat  Fov/Ier., 

T  3 


294  MR^^PHILIPS, 

II. 

♦  Here  IS  no  quarrelling  for  crowns,  5^ 

Nor  fear  of  changes  in  our  fate ; 
No  trembling  at  the  great  ones  frowns. 
Nor  any  flavery  of  ftate. 

III. 
Here's  no  difguife  nor  treachery. 

Nor  any  deep-conceaPd  defign  ;  10 

From  blood  and  plots  this  place  is  free. 

And  calm  as  art  thofe  looks  of  thine. 

IV. 
Here  let  us  fit  and  blefs  our  ftars. 

Who  did  fuch  happy  quiet  give. 
As  that  remov'd  from  noife  of  wars  ^5 

In  one  another's  hearts  we  live. 

V. 

Why  fliould  we  entertain  a  fear  ? 

Love  cares  not  how  the  world  is  turn'd : 
If  crouds  of  dangers  ihou'd  appear. 

Yet  friendlhip  can  be  unconcerned.  2% 

VI. 

We  wear  about  us  fuch  a  charm. 

No  horror  can  be  our  offence  ; 
For  mifchiePs  felf  can  do  no  harm 

To  friendlhip  or  to  innocence. 

VII. 
Let's  mark  how  foon  Apollo's  beams  25 

Command  the  flocks  to  quit  their  meat. 


^- 
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And  not  entreat  the  neighboring  ftreams 
To  quench  their  thirll,  but  cool  their  heat. 

virr. 

Jn  fuch  a  fcorching  age  as  tliis 

Who  would  not  ever  feek  a  fhade  30 

Pefcrve  their  happincfs  to  mifs. 

As  having  their  own  peace  betray*d. 

IX. 

3ut  we  (of  one  another's  mind 

Affur'd)  the  boilFrous  world  difdain  ; 

With  quiet  fouls,  and  unconfin'd,  35 

Pnjoy  what  princes  wifli  in  vain. 

^"^^ 

TENDRES-'DESIRS' 

OUT    OF 
FRENCH      PROSE. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

Cjo  foft  defires,  love's  gentle  progeny. 
And  on  the  heart  of  charming  Sylvia  *  feize^* 

Then  quickly  back  again  return  to  me. 
Since  that's  the  only  cure  for  my  difeafe ; 

But  if  you  mifs  her  breaft  whom  I  adore. 

Then  take  your  flight,  and  vifit  mirje  no  more. 


LOVE     ARM'D. 

BY    MRS.    APHR'-A    BEHM.* 

IrfOVE  m  fantaftick  trlamph  fat. 

Whim  bleeding  hearts  around  him  flow'd. 

For  whom  frelh  pains  he  did  create. 

And  Urange  tyrannick  power  he  Ihew'd ; 

From  thy  bright  eyes  he  took  his  fire,  5 

Which  round  about  in  fport  he  harl'd; 

But  *twas  from  mine  he  took  defire, 

Enoagh  to  undo  the  amorous  world- 

From  me  he  took  his  fighs  and  tears. 

From  thee  his  pride  and  cruelty  ;  10 

From  me  his  languifhments  and  fears. 

And  every  killing  dart  from  thee  ; 

Thus  thou  and  I  the  god  have  arm*d. 

And  fet  him  up  a  deity  ; 

But  my  poor  heart  alone  is  harm' J,  15 

Whilft  thine  the  viflor  is,  and  free. 

*  i}cr/t  1645  f  dyed  1 6S9.    Her  maiden  name  was  'Johnjox* 


THE  RESOLVE, 

JBY     LADY    CHUDLEIOH.* 

L 

Tor  what  the  world  admires  IMl  wi{h  no  more, 
Nor  court  that  airy  nothing  of  a  name  : 

Such  fleeting  ftiadows  let  the  proud  adore, 
.  Let  them  be  fuppliants  for  an  empty  fame. 

IL 
If  reafon  rules  within,  and  keeps  the  throne,         5 

While  the  inferior  faculties  obey. 
And  all  her  laws  without  reluctance  own. 

Accounting  none  more  fit,  more  juH  than  they ; 

IIL 
If  virtae  my  free  foul  uniiilly'd  keeps. 

Exempting  it  from  pafiion  and  from  (lain  :     10 
l£  no  black  guilty  thoughts  difturb  my  fleeps. 

And  no  paft  crimes  my  vext  remembrance  pain: 

IV- 

Jf,  tho'  I  pleafure  find  in  living  here, 

I  yet  can  look  on  death  without  furprize : 

If  Pve  a  foul  above  the  reach  of  fear,  15 

And  which  will  nothing  mean  or  fordid  prize ; 

•    Marjy  daughter  to  Richard  Lff,  </j.  and  xuife  of  fir 
Ctofge  Chudleighf  tait»     Born  x6^\  dyed  17 10. 
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A  foul,  which  cannot  be  deprefs*d  by  grief. 
Nor  too  much  raised  by  the  fublimeft  joy  ; 

Which  can,  when  troubled,  give  itfelf  relief; 
And  to  advantage  all  its  thoughts  employ  j 

VI. 

Then  am  I  happy  in  my  humbler  Hate, 

Altho*  not  crown'd  with  glory,  nor  with  bays. 

A  mind,  that  triumphs  over  vice  and  fate, 
Eftcems  it  mean  to  court  the  world  for  praife, 


The  COMPLAINT  of  a  LOVER. 

BY     MISS    ANNE    IflLLIGREW.^ 

Pee  ST  thou  younder  craggy  rock, 

Whofe  head  o'er-Iooks  the  fwelling  main> 

Where  never  ihepherd  fed  his  flock. 
Or  careful  peafant  fow*d  his  grain  ? 

No  wholefome  herb  grows  on  the  fame,  5 

Or  bird  of  day  will  on  it  reft ; 
^Tis  barren  as  the  hopelefs  flame. 

That  fcorches  my  tormented  breaft. 

Deep  underneath  a  cave  does  lie, 

Th'  entrance  hid  with  difmal  yew,  jo 

Where  Phoebus  never  Ihew'd  his  eye. 

Or  chearful  day  yet  pierced  through. 

Jn  that  dark  melancholy  cell, 

(Retreat  and  follace  to  my  woe) 
Love,  lad  difpair,  and  I,  do  dwell,  i  j 

The  fprings  from  whence  my  griefs  do  flow. 

Treacherous  love  that  did  appear, 

(When  he  at  firft  approach't  my  heart) 
•  Born  i66o;  dyed  168^. 
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Dreft  in  a  garb  far  from  fevere. 
Or  threatning  ought  of  future  fmart.  ZQ 

So  innocent  thofe  charms  then  feemM, 

When  Rofalinda  firft  I  fpyM, 
Ah  I  who  would  them  have  deadly  deem*d  ? 

But  flow'rs  do  often  ferpents  hide. 

Beneath  thofe  fweets  concealed  lay,  25 

To  love  the  cruel  foe,  difdain. 
With  which  (alas)  Ihe  does  repay 

My  conllant  and  deferving  pain. 

When  I  in  tears  have  fpent  the  night. 

With  fighs  I  ufher  in  the  fun,  JQ 

Who  never  faw  a  fadder  fight 
In  all  the  courfes  he  has  run. 

Sleep,  which  to  others  eafe  does  prove. 

Comes  unto  me,  alas,  in  vain  : 
For  in  my  dreams  I  am  in  love,  35 

And  in  them  too  ihe  does  difdain. 

Soinflimes,  t'  amufe  my  forrow,  I 

Unto  the  hollow  rocks  repair. 
And  loudly  to  the  eccho  cry. 

Ah !  gentle  nimph,  come  eafe  my  care.        40 
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Thou  who,  times  paft,  a  lover  wer*t. 

Ah  !  pity  me,  who  now  urn  fo. 
And  by  a  fenfe  of  thim  cAvn  fmart. 

Alleviate  my  mighty  woe. 

Come  flatter  then,  or  chide  my  grief;  .45 

Catch  my  lafl  words,  and  call  me  fool ; 

Or  fay  flie  loves  for  my  relief ; 
My  paffion  either  footh,  or  fchool. 


t*    MRS.    &LIXABETH    ROWE.*'' 

\Jn  I  lead  me  to  fome  folifary  gJoom^ 

Where  no  enlivening  beams,  nor  chearfol  cchog? 

come ; 
But  fiknt  all,  and  ddlcjr  let  it  be, 
Remote  and  unfrequented,  but  by  me  ; 
Myfterious,  clofe,  and  fdlen  as  that  grief,  5 

Which  leads  me  to  its  covert  for  relief. 
Far  from  the  bufy  world's  detefted  noifc. 
Its  wretched  pleaftjreSr  and  diftrai^d  joys ; 
Far  from  the  jolly  foojs,  who  laugh,  and  play,     "T 
And  dance,  and  fmg,  impertinently  gay,  io|: 

Their  fliort,  ineflimable  hours  away  ;  J" 

J'ar  from  the  ftudious  follies  of  the  great. 
The  tirefome  farce  of  ceremonious  ftate  ^ 
There,  in  a  melting,  folemn,  dying  ftrain> 
Let  me,  all  day,  upon  my  lyre  complain,  j^ 

And  wind  up  all  its  foft,^  harmonious  firings^ 
To  noble,  ferious,  melanchol^y  things. 
And  let  no  human  foot,  but  mine,  e'er  traoe^ 
The  clofe  recefles  of  the  facred  place  : 
Kor  let  a  bird  of  chearful  note  come  near,.  2^ 

To  whifper  out  his  airy  raptures  here. 
Only  the  penfive  fongftrefs  of  the  grove, 
£et  her,  by  mine,  her  mournful  notes  improve  j 

*  Sorn  1674.;  Jyfd  1 73y.  Her  maUeHTf^me  ivMi  Shge^^^ 
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While  drooping  winds  among  the  branches  figh. 
And  fluggilh  waters  heavily  roll  by.  55 

Here,  to  my  fatal  forrows  let  me  give 
The  (hort  remaining  hours  I  have  to  live. 
Then,  with  a  fallen  deep-fctch'd  groan,  expire. 
And  to  the  grave's  dark  folitude  retire. 


S  O  R  k  o  w. 

BT    MRS.    L^TITIA    PlLKl  N  GTO  K.  * 

W  H I L  K  fank  in  deepeft  foHtude  and  vvoey 

My  ftreaming  eyes  with  ceafdefs  forrow  flow^ 

"While  anguiOi  we^s-  the  fbeplefs  night  away^ 

And  frefher  grief  awaks  returning  day  ;  5: 

Encompafb'd  round  with  rain;,  want  and  {hs.mc. 

Undone  in  fortrfne>  blafted  in  my  fame  ; 

Loft  to  the  fofc  endearing  ties  oi  life, 

And  tender  names  of  daughter,  mother,  wife  ^ 

Can  po  recef&  fiom  calurany  be  found' f 

And  yet  can  fate  inflid  a  deeper  wound  t  bo- 

As  one  who,  in  a  dreadful  tempeft  tofs'd. 
If  thrown  by  chance  upon  fome  defert  coaft,. 
Calmly  a  while  furveys  the  fatal  fhore. 
And  hopes  that  fortune  can  inEidl  no  more-  j 
Till  fome  fell  ferpent  makes  fehe  wretch  his  prey,  t^ 
Who  'fcaped  ia  vain  the  dangers  of  the  fea, ; 
Sj  I,  who  hardly  'fcap'd  domeftic  rage,. 
Born  with  eternal  forrows  to  engage. 
Now  feel  the  pois'nous  force  of  Hand'rous  tonguesr 
Who  daily  wound  me  with,  envenomed  wrongs,  zo- 

Shed  then  a  ray  divine,  all  gracious  heav'n> 
Pardon  the  foul  that  fues  to  be  forgiv'n. 
♦  Born  i%lZltfj€d  17  . . .  HirmaJden  name imsVoik Lfv.$:ti. 
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Tho'  cruel  humankind  relentlefs  prove. 

And  leaft  rcfemble  thee  in  afts  of  love ; 

The'  friends,  who  (hou'd  adminiller  relief,         25 

Add  pain  10  woe,  and  mifery  to  grief. 

And  oft,  too  oft !  with  hypocritic  air. 

Condemn  thofe  faulis  in  which  they  deeply  (hare  f 

Yet  thou,  whodoU  our  various  frailties  know. 

And  fee*ft  each  fpring  from  whence  our  adions  flow* 

Shalt,  while  for  mercy  to  thy  throne  I  fly. 

Regard  the  lifted  hand,  and  llrearaing  eye. 

Thou  didft  the  jarring  elements  compofe. 
When  this  harmonious  univerfe  arofe  ; 
O  fpeak  the  tempeft  of  the  foul  to  peace,  3  5 

Bid  the  tumultuous  war  of  paffion  ceafe; 
Receive  me  to  thy  kind  paternal  care. 
And  guard  me  from  the  horrors  of  defpair. 
And  fince  no  more  I  boafl:  a  mother's  name. 
Nor  in  my  children  can  a  portion  claim,  40 

The  helplefs  babes  to  thy  protedtion  take. 
Nor  punidi  for  their  haplefs  mother's  fake. 

Thus  the  poor  bird,  when  frighted  from  her  neft. 
With  agonizing  love,  and  grief  diftrefs'd. 
Still  fondly  hovers  o*cr  the  much-lov*d  place,     45 
Tho*  llrengthlefs,  to  proted  her  tender  race ; 
In  piercing  notes  Ciie  movingly  complains. 
And  tells  the  unattending  woods  her  pains. 

Vol.  U.  U 
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*  And  thou,  once  my  foul*s  fondeft,  deareft  part,, 
Who  fchem'd  my  ruin  with  fuch  cruel  art,  50 

From  human  laws  no  longer  feek  to  find 
A  po\v*r  to  loofe  that  knot  which  god  has  join'd. 
The  props  of  life  are  rudely  puU'd  away. 
And  the  frail  building  falling  to  decay  ; 
My  death  fhall  give  thee  thy  defir'd  releafe,       55 
And  lay  me  down  in  everlafting  peace. 

*  My  hufband,  who  was  thea  fuing  for  a  divorce. 


MIRA'S    WILL, 

BY    MISS     MARY    LEAPOR.* 

Imprimis— My  departed  (hade  I  trufl 

To  heav*n— -My  body  to  thf*  fiHnt  duft; 

My  name  to  publick  cenfure  I  Oibmit, 

To  be  dispos'd  of  as  the  world  thinks  fit; 

My  vice  and  folly  let  oblivion  clofe,  5 

The  world  Already  is  o*erftock'd  with  thofc ; 

My  wit  I  give,  as  mifers  give  their  ftore. 

To  thofe  who  think  they  had  enough  before. 

Beftow  my  patience  to  compofe  the  lives 

Of  flighted  virgins  and  neglefted  wives ;  10 

To  modifh  lovers  I  refign  my  truth. 

My  cool  reflexion  to  unthinking  youth  ; 

And  fomc  good-nature  give  ('tis  mydeiire) 

To  furly  hufljands,  as  their  needs  require  ; 

And  firft  difcharge  my  funeral— and  thin  15 

To  the  fmall  poets  I  bequeath  my  pen. 

Let  a  fmall  fprig    (true  emblem  of  my  ryhme) 
Of  blalled  laurel  on  my  hearfe  recline  ; 
Let  fomc  grave  wight,  that  druggies  for  renown. 
By  chanting  dirges  through  a  market-town,       ao 

•  Born  1722;  dyed\-;\S. 
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With  gentle  ftep  precede  the  folemn  train : 
A  broken  flute  upon  his  arm  fnall  lean. 
Six  comick  poats  may  the  corfe  furround. 
And  all  free-holders,  if  they  can  be  found  : 
Then  follow  next  the  melancholy  throng,  2; 

As  ihrewd  inftruftors,  who  themfelves  are  wrong. 
The  virtuofo,  rich  in  fun-dry'd  weeds. 
The  politican>  whom  no  mortal  heeds. 
The  filent  lawyer,  chamber'd  all  the  day. 
And  the  ftern  foldier  that  receives  no  pay.  30 

But  ftay---the  mourners  Ihould  be  firft  our  care. 
Let  the  freed  prentice  lead  the  mifer's  heir ; 
Let  the  young  relift  wipe  her  mournful  eye. 
And  widow'd  huibands  o'er  their  garlick  cry. 

.  All  this  let  my  executors  fulfil,  35 

And  reft  affur'd  that  this  is  Mira's  will. 
Who  was,  when  ihe  thefe  legacies  defign'd. 
In  body  healthy,  and  composed  in  mind, 

C  O  L  I  N  E  T  T  A. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

'  JL  WAS  when  the  fields  hkd  flied  their  golden  grain. 
And  burning  funs  had  fear'd  the  rufTet  plain ; 
No  more  the  rofe  nor  hyacinth  were  feen, 
Nor  yellow  cowflip  on  the  tufted  green ; 
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But  the  rude  thiftle  rear'd  its  hoary  crown,  5 

And  the  ripe  nettle  fhevv'd  an  irkfom  brown. 
In  mournful  plight  the  tarnifh'd  groves  appear. 
And  nature  weeps  for  the  declining  year. 
The  fun  too  quickly  reached  the  weftern  fky. 
And  rifing  vapours  hid  his  evening  eye  :  i  o 

xAutumnal  threads  around  the  branches  flevv. 
While  the  dry  (lubble  drank  the  falling  dew. 

In  this  fick  feafon,  at  the  clofe  of  day. 
On  Lydia's  lap  pale  Colinetta  lay; 
Whofe  fallow  cheeks  had  loft  their  rofy  dye,       15 
The  fparkles  languifti'd  in  her  clofxng  eye. 
Parch*d  were  thofe  lips  whence  mufick  us*d  to  flow. 
Nor  more  the  flute  her  weary  fingers  know. 
Yet  thrice  to  raife  her  feeble  voice  ftie  try'd. 
Thrice  on  her  tongue  the  fainting  numbers  dy'd  ; 
At  laft  reviv'd,  on  Lydia's  neck  flie  hung. 
And  like  the  fwan  expiring  thus  ftie  fung, 

Farewel,  ye  forefts  and  delightful  hills. 
Ye  flow'ry  meadows,  and  ye  cryftal  rills. 
Ye  friendly  groves  to  whom  we  us'd  to  run,       25 
And  beg  a  flielter  from  the  burning  fun. 
Thole  blailed  Ihades  all  mournful  now  I  fee. 
Who  droop  their  heads  as  tho*  they  wept  for  me. 
The  penfive  linnet  has  forgot  to  fmg. 
The  lark  is  filent  till  returning  fpring.  30 

The  fpring  flaall  all  thofe  wonted  charms  reftore, 
Which  Colinetta  muft  behold  no  more. 

U3 
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Farewel,  ye  iields ;  my  native  fields,  adieu, 
Whofe  fertile  lays  my  early  labours  knew ; 
Where,  when  an  infa.^t,  T  was  vont  to  flray,      35C 
And  gather  king-cups  at  the  clofing  day. 
How  oft  has  Lydia  told  a  mournful  tale. 
By  the  clear  lake  that  ihines  in  yonder  vale ; 
When  ftie  had  done  I  fung  a  chearful  lay. 
While  the  glad  goldfinch  Hften'd  on  the  fpray  :  40 
Lur*d  by  my  fong  each  jolly  fwain  drew  near. 
And  rofy  virgins  throng'd  around  to  hear : 
Farewel,  ye  fwains ;  ye  rofy  nymphs  adieu : 
Tho'  I  (unwilling)  leave  the  ftreams  and  you, 
Still  may  foft  muftck  blefs  your  happy  fhore,     45 
But  Colinetta  you  muft  hear  no  more. 

O  Lydia,  thou,  (if  wayward  tongues  fhou*d  blame 
My  life,  and  blot  a  harmlefs  maiden's  name) 
Tell  them  if  e'er  I  found  a  ftraggling  ewe. 
Although  the  owner's  name  I  hardly  knew,        50 
I  fed  it  kindly  with  my  father's  hay. 
And  gave  it  fhelter  at  the  clofing  day  : 
I  never  ftole  young  pigeons  from  their  dams. 
Nor  from  their  parture  drove  my  neighbours  lambs: 
Nor  fet  my  dog  to  hunt  their  flocks  away,  55 

That  mine  might  graze  upon  the  vacant  lay. 
When  Phillida  by  dancing  won  the  prize. 
Or  Colin  prais'd  young  Mariana's  eyes. 
When  Damon  wedded  Urs'la  of  the  grange, 
My  check  with  envy  ne'^r  was  iken  to  change ;  6a 


MISS    LE  APOR*  311 

When-e'er  I  faw  Aminda  crofs  the  plain. 

Or  walk  the  foreft  with  her  darling  fwain, 

I  never  whifper'd  to  a  ftander-by. 

But  hated  fcandal,  and  abhor'd  a  lye. 

On  Sundays  I  (as  fifter  Sue  can  tell)  65 

Was  always  ready  for  the  fermon-bell : 

I  honoured  both  the  teacher  and  the  day ; 

Nor  us'd  to  giggle  when  he  bid  me  pray  : 

Then  Aire  for  me  there's  fomething  good  in  ftore. 

When  Colinetta  ihall  be  feen  no  more.  70 

When  I  am  gone,  I  leave  to  fifter  Sue 
My  gown  of  Jerfey,  and  my  aprons  blue. 
My  ftudded  fheep-hook  Phillida  may  take, 
Likewife  my  hay-fork  and  my  hazel  rake : 
My  hoarded  apples,  and  my  winter  pears,         y^ 
Be  thine,  O  Lydia,  to  reward  thy  cares. 
Thefe  nuts  that  late  were  pluck'd  from  yonder  tree. 
And  this  ftraw-bafket,  I  bequeath  to  thee  : 
That  bafket  did  thefe  dying  fingers  weave : 
My  boxen  flute  to  Corydon  I  leave,  80 

So  (hall  it  charm  the  lift'ning  nymphs  around. 
For  none  like  him  can  make  it  fweetly  found. 

In  our  churchyard  there  grows  a  fpreading  yew, 
Whofe  dark  green  leaves  diiUl  a  baneful  dew  : 
Be  thofe  fad  branches  o'er  my  grave  reclin'd,     85 
And  let  thefe  words  be  graven  on  the  rind  : 
**  Mark,  gentle  reader, — Underneath  this  tree, 
"  There  fleeps  a  maid,  old  Simon *s  daughter  (he : 
U4 
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*'  Thou  too,  perhaps,  ere  many  weeks  be  o*er, 
•*  Like  Colinetta,  fhalt  be  feen  no  more."  95; 

Here  ends  the  maid — for  now  the  feal  of  death 
Clos'd  her  pale  lips,  and  ftop*d  her  rofy  breath. 
Her  finking  eye  balls  took  their  long  adieu. 
And  with  a  figh  her  harmlefs  fpirit  flew. 


THE  ATHEIST  AND  THE  ACORN. 

BY    ANNE     COUNTESS    OF    WINCHILSEA.* 

JM  E  T  H 1 N  K  s  this  world  is  oddly  made. 

And  cvVy  thing's  amifs, 
A  dull  prefuming  atheill  faid. 
As  flretch'd  he  lay  beneath  a  ihade ; 

And  inftanced  in  this :  5 

Behold,  quoth  he,  that  mighty  thing, 

A /i;/»»/^/«,  large  and  round. 
Is  held  but  by  a  little  firing. 
Which  upwards  cannot  make  a  fpring. 

Or  bear  it  from  the  ground.  10 

Whilft  on  this  oak^  a  fruit  fo  finall. 

So  difproportion'd,  grows. 
That,  who  with  fence  furveys  this  AU^ 
This  univerfal  cafual  ball. 

Its  ill  contrivance  knows.  15 

My  better  judgment  wou'd  have  hung 

That  weight  upon  a  tree. 
And  left  this  maft,  thus  flightly  ftrung, 

•  Daughter  of  Jir  IP^illiam  KingfrniU^  and  tvtfe  t$  He- 
reage  earl  of  IVlncbilfea,     Born  16..;  dyed  1 720. 
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'Mongft  things  which  on  the  furface  fprung. 
And  fmall  and  feeble  be,  2Q 


No  more  the  caviller  cou*d  fay, 

Nor  farther  faults  ^efcry  ; 
For,  as  he  upwards  gazing  lay. 
Ah  acorn,  loafen'd  from  the  ftay. 

Fell  down  upon  his  eye.  25     « 

Th'  offended  part  with  tears  ran  o*er,    * 

As  punifh'd  for  the  fin  : 
Fool !  had  that  bough  a  pumpkin  bore. 
Thy  whimfeys  mufl  have  work'd  no  more-. 

Nor  fcall  had  kept  them  in.  *  30' 

-^^^-^ 

A  NOCTQRNAL  REVERIE. 

BY    l-HE     SAME. 

In  fuch  a  night,  when  every  louder  wind 

Is  to  its  diilant  cavern  fafe  confin'd ; 

And  only  gentle  Zephyr  fans  his  wings> 

And  lonely  Philomel,  ftill  waking,  fings ; 

Or  from  fome  tree,  fam'd  for  the  owl's  delight,    5 

She,  hollowing  clear,  direfts  the  wand'rer  right : 

*  PerhapTy  botoruer,  m  that  cafe  the  gentleman  tvould 
$ave  feleSed  a  different  place  of  repofe. 
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Jn  fuch  a  night,  when  pa  (Ting  clouds  give  place. 
Or  thinly  vail  the  heav'ns  myfterious  face  ; 
*  When  in  fome  river,  overhung  with  green. 
The  waving  moon  and  trembling  leaves  are  feen ;  lo 
When  frelhen'd  grafs  now  bears  it  felf  upright. 
And  makes  cool  banks  to  pleafing  reft  invite. 
Whence  fprings  the  woodbind,  and  the  bramble-rbfe. 
And  where  the  fleepy  co\yflip  fhelter'd  grows ; 
Whilft  now  a  paler  hue  the  foxglove  takes,         i  5 
Yefchecquers  ftill  with  red  the  dufky  brakes  : 
When  fcatterM  glow-worms,  but  in  twilight  fine. 
Shew  trivial  beauties  watch  tlieir  hour  to  fhine ; 
Whilft  Sali(b*ry  ftands  the  teft  of  every  light. 
In  perfect  charms,  and  peffeft  virtue  bright :     20 
When  odours,  which  dcclin'd  repelling  day. 
Thro*  temp'rate  air  uninterrupted  ftray  ; 
When  darkened  groves  their  fofteft  fhadows  wear. 
And  falling  waters  we  diftinftly  hear  ; 
When  thro*  the  gloom  more  venerable  Ihows      2  J 
Some  ancient  fabrick,  awful  in  repofe. 
While  funburnt  hills  their  fwarthy  looks  conceal. 
And  fwelling  haycocks  thicken  up  the  vale : 
When  the  loos*d  horfe  now,  as  his  pafture  leads. 
Comes  flowly  grazing  thro*  th*  adjoining  meads,  30 
Whofe  ftealing  pace,  and  lengthen*d  Ihadc  we  fear. 
Till  torn  up  forage  in  his  teeth  we  hear  : 
When  nibbling  Iheep  at  large  purfue  their  food. 
And  unmolefted  kine  rechcw  the  cud ; 
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When  curlews  cry  beneath  the  village-walls,      3  5 
And  to  her  draggling  brood  the  partridge  calls  ; 
Their  fhortliv'd  jubilee  the  creatures  keep. 
Which  but  endures,  whilfl  tyrant-man  do's  fleep  : 
When  a  fedate  content  the  fpirit  feeh. 
And  no  fierce  light  difturbs,  whilft  it  reveals ;     40 
But  filent  mufings  urge  the  mind  to  feek 
Something,  too  high  for  fyllables  to  fpeak  ; 
Till  the  free  foul  to  a  compos'dnefs  charm'd. 
Finding  the  elements  of  rage  difarm*d. 
O'er  all  below  a  folemn  quiet  grown,  45 

Joys  in  th'inferiour  world,  and  thinks  it  like  her  own.: 
In  fuch  a  night  let  me  abroad  remain. 
Till  morning  breaks,  and  all's  confus'd  again  ; 
Our  cares,  our  toils,  our  clamours  are  renew'd. 
Or  pleafures,  feldora  reach'd,  again  purfu'd.      50 


S    O    N    E    T    T    O. 

FROM     PETRARCH. 
BY    THE    HONORABLE     MRS.    MONK.* 

J.  HOUGH TfUL  alone,  thro' barren waftes I  ftray. 
Slow  ling'ring  Heps  pace  out  the  meafur*d  way  ; 
With  jealous  fear  around  my  eyes  I  caft. 
To  fhun  the  paths  by  human  footfteps  tracM. 

Vain  are  all  other  coverts  to  conceal,  5 

From  fight  of  men  the  torments  that  I  fsel : 
A  lifelefs  figure,  and  a  joylefs  *  mien' 
Difclofe  the  fire  that  fmother'd  burns  within. 

The  rocky  hills,  and  ftreams,  that  filent  flow. 
The  groves,  and  dales,  are  confcious  of  my  woe,  1 0 1 
And  only  they  the  fatal  fecrct  know. 

But  to  howe'er  remote  a  part  I  rove. 
Or  pathlefs  wafte,  or  hill,  or  dale,  or  grove, 
Vm  ftill  purfu'd  by  my  companion.  Love. 


•  (Daughter  of  Robert  vifcount  Molefwcrtbi  and  ivife  t4 
Ge«rge  Monkf  f/'j-j     Born  j  6 , . ;  Jjed  1 7 1  j. 
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VERSES 

VftLOtE     UPON     HER     DEATH-BEIJ,    AT     BATH»- 
TO     HER    HUSBAND    IN     LONDON. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

1  H  ou,  who  doft  all  my  worldly  thoughts  employ. 
Thou  pleafing  fource  of  all  my  earthly  joy. 
Thou  tendereft  hufband,  and  Lhou  deareft  friend. 
To  thee  this  fond,  this  laft  adieu  I  fend. 

At  length  the  conqu'ror  Death  aflerts  his  right. 
And  will  for  ever  veil  me  from  thy  fight ; 
He  courts  me  to  him  with  a  chearful  grace. 
And  not  one  terror  clouds  his  *  meagre'  face : 
He  promifes  a  lading  reft  from  pain, 
And  Ihews  that  all  life*s  fleeting  blifs  is  vain  ;     lo 
Th'  eternal  joys  of  heav'n  he  fets  in  view. 
And  tells  me  that  no  other  joys  are  true. 
But  Love,  fond  Love,  wou'd  yet  refill:  his  power, 
Wou'd  yet  a  while  defer  the  parting  hour. 
He  brings  thy  mourning  image  to  my  eyes,        15 
And  wou'd  obftrudl  my  journey  to  the  (kies. 
But  fay,  thou  deareft,  thou  unwearied  friend. 
Say,  Ihou'dft  thou  grieve  to  fee  my  forrows  end  ? 
Thou  know'ft  a  painful  pilgrimage  I've  pad. 
And  wouldft  thou  mourn  that  reft  is  come  at  laft?  20 
Rather  rejoice  to  fee  me  ftiake  off  life. 
And  die,  as  I  have  liv'd,  thy  faithful  wife. 


THE      SMALL-POX. 

A    TOWN    ECLOGUE. 
BY     LADY     MARY     WORTLEY     MONTAGUX.* 

FLAVIA. 

1  HE  wretched  Flavia  on  her  couch  reclined. 
Thus  breath'd  the  anguifh  of  a  wounded  mind  ; 
A  glafs  revers'd  in  her  right  hand  (he  bore. 
For  now  llie  Ihun'd  the  face  fhe  fought  before. 

"  How  am  I  chang'd  !  alas !  how  am  I  grown 
**  A  frightful  fpeflre,  to  my felf  unknown i 
"  Where's  my  complexion?  where  my  radiantWoom, 
**  That  promis'd  happinefs  for  years  to  come  ? 
*'  Then  with  what  pleafure  I  this  face  furvey'd  1 
«*  To  look  once  more,  my  vifits  oft  delay 'd  ! 
"  CharmM  with  the  view,  a  frefher  red  would  rife, 
"  And  a  new  life  Ihot  fparkling  from  my  eyes  I 

"  Ah  !  faithlefs  glafs,  my  wonted  bloom  reftore ; 
•*  Alas  I  I  rave,  that  bloom  is  now  no  more  ! 
**  The  greateft  good  the  gods  on  men  bellow, 
#*  Ev'n  youth  itfelf  to  me  is  ufelefs  now. 
"  There  was  a  time  (oh  !  that  I  cou'd  forget.) 
♦<  When  opera-tickets  pour'd  before  my  feet ; 

*  Daughter  of  Evelyn  dukt  of  Kingjiotty  and  'wfe   to 
EJivard  tVortUy  Montague  efq,     Bern  ». . . ;   djed  1 76a. 
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*'  And  at  the  ring,  where  brightefl-  beauties  fhine, 
*«  The  earlieft  cherries  of  the  fpring  were  mine.  20 
«  Witnefs,  O  Lilly ;  ^nd  thou,  Mottsax,  tell 
"  How  much  japan  thefe  eyes  have  made  ye  fell. 
*'  With  what  contempt  ye  faw  me  oft  defpife 
"  The  humble  offer  of  the  raffled  prize  ; 
*'  For  at  the  raffle  flill  each  prize  I  bore,         25"^ 
**  With  fcorn  rejefled,  or  with  triumph  wore  !      l 
"  Now  beauty's  fled  and  prefents  are  no  more  !  J 

"  For  me  the  patriot  has  the  houfe  forfook, 
**  And  left  debates  to  catch  a  paffing  look  : 
"  For  me  the  Soldier  has  foft  verfes  writ ;  30 

"  For  me  the  Beau  has  aim'd  to  be  a  wit. 
<^  For  me  the  Wit  to  nonfenfe  was  betray'd  ; 
*'  The  Gamefler  has  for  me  his  dun  delay'd, 
"  And  overfeen  the  card  he  would  have  play'd 
**  The  bold  and  haughty  by  fuccefs  made  vain,  35 
**  Aw'd  by  my  eyes,  have  trembled  to  complain : 
"  The  bafhful  'Squire,  touch'd  by  a  vvifh  unknown, 
*<  Has  dar'd  to  fpeak  with  fpirit  not  his  own  : 
**  Fir'd  by  one  wifli,  all  did  alike  adore  ; 
**  Now  beauty's  fled,  and  lovers  are  no  more  !  40 
*'  As  round  the  room  I  turn  my  weeping  eyes, 
•*  New  unaffeifled  fcenes  of  forrow  rife  ! 
**  Far  from  my  fight  that  killing  pidure  bear, 
**  The  face  disfigure,  and  the  canvas  tear  ! 
♦*  That  pifture,  which  with  pride  I  us'd  to  (how,  45 
•*  The  lofl  refemblance  but  upbraids  me  now, 
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*»  And  thou,  my  toilette  !  where  I  oft  have  fate, 
"  While  hours  unheeded  pafs'd  in  deep  debate, 
"  How  curls  (hould  fall,  or  where  a  patch  to  place ; 
"  If  blue  or  fcarlet  beft  became  my  face ;  50 

"  Now  on  fome  happier  nymph  your  aid  beftow  ; 
**  On  fairer  heads,  ye  ufelefs  jewels,  glow  ! 
**  No  borrow'd  luftre  can  my  charms  reftore ; 
"  Beauty  is  fled,  and  drefs  is  now  no  more  I 

"  Ye  meaner  beauties,  I  permit  ye  fliine ;      5 1; 
*•  Go,  triumph  in  the  hearts  that  once  were  mine  ; 
"  But  *mid{l  your  triumphs  with  confufion  know, 
'*  'Tis  to  my  ruin  all  your  arms  ye  owe. 
**  Wou'd  pitying  heav*n  reftore  my  wonted  mein, 
"  Ye  ftill  might  move  unthought  of  and  unfeen  :  60 
**  But  oh,  how  vain,  how  wretched  is  the  boaft 
**  Of  beauty  faded,  and  of  empire  loft  ! 
*'  What  now  is  left  but  weeping,  to  deplore 
'*  My  beauty  fled,  and  empire  now  no  more  ? 

'*  "Ye  cruel  chymifts,  what  with-held  your  aid  ? 
"  Could  no  pomatums  fave  a  trembling  maid  ? 
**  How  falfe  and  trifling  is  that  art  ye  boaft  I 
•■*'  No  art  can  give  me  back  my  beauty  loft  I 
"  In  tears,  furrounded  by  my  friends  I  lay, 
*'  Mafk'd  o'er,  and  trembled  at  the  fight  of  day ;  70 
"  Mi RM ILL  10  came  my  fortune  to  deplore, 
"   ( A  golden-headed  cane  well  carv*d  he  bore) 
"  Cordials,  he  cryM,  my  fpirits  muft  reftore  ; 
"  Beauty  is  fled,  and  fpirit  is  no  more  ! 
Vol.  ir.  X 
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"  Gxlen,  the  grave,  officious  SqyiRT,  was 
there,  7S 

•'  With  fruitlefs  grief  and  unavailing  care  ; 
'*  Mac H AON  too,  the  great  Machaon,  known 
*'  By  his  red  cloak  and  his  fuperior  frown  : 
**  And  why,  he  cry'd,  this  grief  and  this  deipair, 
**  You  fhall  again  be  well,  again  be  fair  ;  80 

««  Believe  my  oath  :   (with  that  an  oath  he  fwore) 
"  Falfe  was  his  oath  ;  my  beauty  is  no  more  ! 

"  Ceafe,  haplefs  maid,  no  more  thy  tale  purfue, 
*»  Forfake  mankind,  and  bid  the  world  adieu  1 
"  Monarchs  and  beauties  rule  with  equal  fway ;  ^f 
**  All  drive  to  ferve,  and  glory  to  obey : 
"  Alike  unpitied  when  deposed  they  grow, 
**  Men  mock  the  idol  of  their  former  vow. 

"  Adieu  !  ye  parks !— in  fome  obfcure  reoefs, 
**  Where  gentle  ftreams  will  weep  at  my  diftrefs,  90 
*'  Where  no  falfe  friend  will  in  my  grief  take  part, 
*'  And  mourn  my  ruin  with  a  joyful  heart ; 
"  There  let  me  live  in  forae  deferted  place  ; 
"  There  hide  in  (hades  this  loft  inglorious  face : 
"  Ye  operas,  circles,  I  no  more  muft  view  !       * 
«'  My  toilette,  patches,  all  the  world,  adieu  !" 


AT    TAKING     LEAVE    OP    A    LADY,    WHO     WAS 
HEADING     NORRIS'S     POEMS. 

BY      MliS       MARY      MASTERS,* 

JVIadam,  obferve  thefe  melancholy  tales. 
And  fee  how  grief  o'er  generous  minds  prevails  ; 
See  there  the  reverend  Norris  drown'd  in  tears,' 
Robb'd  of  the  joy  of  all  his  future  years. 
With  ftridl  attention  read  each  tender  line,  <; 

And  as  you  read,  think  all  his  fulF 'rings  mine. 
Sec  here  my  grief  in  apteft  terms  expreft. 
And  view  your  felf  with  juft  perfeftion  4reft  : 
Such  was  the  nymph,  to  whom  his  tears  were  due. 
And  fuch  his  forrows,  as  I  feel  for  you.  lo 

*  Born  X  7  . . ;  dyed  17.., 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  LADV  BOWYER. 

BY    MISS     MARY    JONES.* 

Jrlow  much  of  paper's  fpoil*d !  what  floods  of  ink! 
And  yet  how  few,  how  very  few  can  think ! 
The  knack  of  writing  is  an  eafy  trade  ; 

But  to  think  well  requires at  leaft  a  head. 

Once  in  an  age,  one  genius  may  arife,  $ 

With  wit  well  cultur'd,  and  with  learning  wife. 
Like  fome  tall  oak,  behold  his  branches  fhoot  I 
No  tender  fcions  fpringing  at  the  root. 
Whilft  lofty  Pope  erefts  his  laurelPd  head. 
No  lays,  like  mine,  can  live  beneath  his  (hade.   lo 
Nothing  but  weeds,  and  mofs-,  and  flirubs  are  found. 
Cut,  cut  them  down,  why  cumber  they  the  ground  ? 

And  yet  you'd  have  me  write  ! — For  what  ?  for 
whom  ? 
To  curl  a  fav*rite  in  a  drefling  room  ? 
To  mend  a  candle  when  the  fnufF's  too  Ihort  ?    1 5 
Or  fave  rappee  for  chamber-maids  at  court  ? 

Glorious  ambition  !  noble  thirft  of  fame  ! 

No,  but  you'd  have  me  write to  get  a  name. 

Alas  1  I'd  live  unknown,  unenvy'd  too  ; 
Tis  more  than  Pope,  with  all  his  wit,  can  do.    20 
♦  Born  17  . . ;  djed  1778. 
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'Tis  more  than  you,  with  wit  and  beauty  join*d, 
A  pleafmg  form,  and  a  difcerning  mind. 
The  world  and  I  are  no  fuch  cordial  friends ; 
I  have  my  purpofe,  they  their  various  ends. 
1  fay  my  pray'rs,  and  lead  a  fober  life,  25 

Nor  laugh  at  Cornus,  or  at  Cornus'  wife. 
What's  fame  to  me,  who  pray,  and  pay  my  rent  ?] 
If  my  friends  know  me  honcft,  I'm  content. 

Well,  but  the  joy  to  fee  my  works  in  print ! 
Myfelf  too  pifturM  in  a  mezzo-tint  I  30 

The  preface  done,  the  dedication  fram'd. 
With  lies  enough  to  make  a  lord  alham'd  ! 
'J"'hus  I  ftep  forth  ;  an  auth*refs  in  fome  fort. 
My  patron's  name  ?  "  O  choofe  fome  lord  at  court. 
"  One  that  has  money  which  he  does  not  ufe,    35 
"  One  you  may  flatter  much,  that  is,  abufe 
"  For  if  you're  nice,  and  cannot  change  your  note, 
*<  Regardlcfs  of  the  trimm'd,  or  untrimm'd  coat 
**  Believe  me,friend,  you'll  ne'er  be  worth  a  groat 

Well  then,  to  cut  this  mighty  matter  fliort,    40 
I've  neither  friend,  nor  interefl  at  court. 
Quite  from  St.  James's  to  thy  Hairs,  Whitehall, 
I  hardly  know  a  creature,  great  or  fmall. 
Except  one  maid  of  honour,  *  worth  'em  all. 
I  have  no  bus'nefs  there.     Let  thofe  attend     45 
The  courtly  levee,  or  the  courtly  friend. 
Who  more  than  fate  allows  them  dare  to  fpcnd 
*  Honourable  mifs  Lovelace. 
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Or  thofe  whofe  avarice,  with  much,  craves  morq. 
The  penfion'd  beggar,  or  the  titled  poor. 
Thefe  are  the  thriving  breed,  the  tiny  great !     50 
Slaves  1  wretched  flaves  1  the  journeymen  of  ftate  I 
Philofophers  !  who  calmly  bear  difgrace. 
Patriots  I  who  fell  their  country  for  a  place. 

Shall  I  for  thefe  difturb  my  brains  with  rhyme  ? 
For  thefe,  like  Bavius  creep,  or  Glencus  climb  ?  5  5 
Shall  I  go  late  to  reft,  and  early  rife 
To  be  the  very  creature  I  defpife  ? 
With  face  unmov'd,  my  poem  in  my  hand. 
Cringe  to  the  porter,  with  the  footman  ftand  ? 
Perhaps  my  lady's  maid,  if  not  too  proud,  60 

Will  ftoop,  you'll  fay,  to  wink  me  from  the  croud. 
Will  entertain  me,  till  his  lordfhip's  dreft. 
With  whiit  my  lady  eats,  and  how  fhe  refts  : 
How  much  Ihe  gave  for  fuch  a  birth-day  gown. 
And  how  fhe  trampt  to  ev*ry  fhop  in  town.        65 

Sick  at  the  news,  impatient  for  my  lord, 
Pm  forc*d  to  hear,  nay  fmile  at  ev'ry  word. 
Tom  raps  at  laft, — "  His  lordiliip  begs  to  know 
"  Your  name,  your  bus'nefs.'* — Sir,  Tm  not  a  foe^ 
I  come  to  charm  his  lordfhip's  liU'ning  ears        76 
With  verfes,  foft  as  mufic  of  the  fpheres. 
**  Verfes  ! — Alas !  his  lordihip  feldom  reads  : 
*'  Pedants  indeed  with  learning  (luff  their  heads ; 
*'  But  my  good  lord,  as  all  the  world  can  tell, 
*'  Reads  not  ev*n  tradcfmcn's  bills,  and  fcorns  to  fpell. 
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*»  But  truft  your  lays  with  me.  Some  things  I've  rend, 
*'  Was  born  a  poet,  tho'  no  poet  bred  : 
*'  And  if  I  find  they'll  bear  my  nicer  view, 
*'  I'll  recommend  your  poety— and  you." 

Shock'd  at  his  civil  impudence,  I  dart,  80 

Pocket  my  poem,  and  in  halle  depart  5 
Refolv'd  no  more  to  offer  up  my  wit. 
Where  footmen  in  the  feat  of  crkics  6t. 

Is  there  a  lord  *  vvhofe  great  unfpotted  fouL 
Not  places,  penfions,  ribbons  can  control ;  ^5 

Unlac'd,  unpowder'd,  almoft  unobferv'd. 
Eats  not  on  filver,  while  his  train  are  flarv'd  ; 
Who,  tho'  to  nobles,  or  to  kings  ally'd. 
Dares  walk  on  foot,  while  flaves  in  coaches  ride  ; 
With  merit  humble,  and  with  greatnefs  free,      90 
Has  bow'd  to  Freeman,  and  has  din'd  with  me  } 
Who,  bred  in  foreign  courts,  and  early  known. 
Has  yet  to  learn  the  cunning  of  his  own  ; 
To  titles  born,  yet  heir  to  no  eftate. 
And,  harder  ftill^  too  honeft  to  be  great ;  95 

If  fuch  an  one  there  be,  well-bred,  polite. 
To  him  I'll  dedicate,  for  him  I'll  write. 

Peace  to  the  reft.     I  can  be  no  man's  Have ; 
I  afk  for  nothing,  tho'  I  nothing  have. 
By  fortune  humbled>  yet  not  funk  fo  low  loo 

To  (hame  a  friend,  or  fear  to  meet  a  foe. 

*  Right  Hon.  Nevii  lord  Lovelace,  who  died  foon  after, 
in  the  28th  year  of  his  age. 
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Meannefs,  in  ribbons  or  in  rags,  I  hate ; 
And  have  not  learnt  to  flatter,  ev'n  the  great. 
Few  friends  I  afk,  and  thofe  who  love  me  well ; 
What  more  remains,  thefe  artlefs  lines  fhall  tell.  1 05 

Oihoneft  pHrents,  not  ofgreat^  I  came ; 
Not  known  to  fortune,  quite  unknown  to  fame. 
Frugal  and  plain,  at  no  man's  coll  they  eat. 
Nor  knew  a  baker's,  or  a  butcher's  debt. 

0  be  their  precepts  ever  in  my  eye  !  1 10 
For  one  has  learnt  to  live,  and  one  to  die. 

Long  may  her  widow'd  age  by  heav'n  be  lent 
Among  my  bleffings !  and  I'm  well  content. 

1  afk  no  more,  but  in  fome  calm  retreat. 

To  fleep  in  quiet,  and  in  quiet  eat.  115 

No  noify  flaves  attending  round  my  room ; 
My  viands  wholefome,  and  my  waiters  dumb. 
No  orphans  cheated,  and  no  widow's  curfe. 
No  houihold  lord,  for  better  or  for  worfe. 
No  monftrous  fums  to  tempt  my  foul  to  fin,      120 
But  juft  enough  to  keep  me  plain,  and  clean. 
And  if  fometimes,  to  fmooth  the  rugged  way. 
Chariot  fhould  fmile,  or  you  approve  my  lay. 
Enough  for  me.     I  cannot  put  my  truft 
In  lords ;  fmile  lies,  cat  toads,  or  lick  the  dud.  125 
Fortune  her  favours  much  too  dear  may  hold  : 
An  honcft  heart  is  worth  its  weight  in  goiJ, 
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A. 


i)  E  it  ryght,  or  wrong,  thefe  men  among 

On  woman  do  complayne, 
AiFyrmynge  this,  how  that  it  is 

A  labour  fpent  in  vayne. 
To  love  tnem  wele,  for  never  a  dele  5 

They  love  a  man  agayne  : 

♦  Suppofed  to  have  been  v/ritten  about  tbtyur  i^cWk 
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For  late  a  man  do  what  he  can, 

Theyr  favour  to  attayne. 
Yet  yf  a  newe  do  them  purfue, 

Theyr  fyrft  true  lover  than  i  o 

Laboureth  for  naught ;  for  from  her  thought 

He  is  a  banyflied  man. 

B. 

I  fay  nat  nay,  but  that  all  day 

It  is  both  writ  and  fayd. 
That  womens  feyth  is,  as  who  fay th,  1 5 

All  utterly  decayed  : 
But,  H€verthekfl€,  ryght  good  wytneife 

In  this  cafe  myght  be  layed. 
That  they  love  true,  and  continue ; 

Recorde  the  not-browne  niayde  ;  20 

Which,  whan  her  love  came  her  to  prove. 

To  her  to  make  his  monc, 
Wolde  nat  depart ;  for  in  her  hart 

She  loved  but  hym  alone. 

A. 

Than  betwayne  us  late  us  dyfcus  25 

What  was  all  the  manere 
Betwayne  them  two ;  we  wyll  alfo 

Tell  all  the  payne,  and  fere. 
That  (he  was  in  :  nowe  I  begyn. 

So  that  ye  me  anfwete  ; —  30 
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Wherefore,  all  ye  that  prcfent  be, 

I  pray  you  gyve  an  ere  : — 
I  am  the  knyght ;  I  come  by  nyght. 

As  fecret  as  I  can  ; 
$ayinge,  Alas  !  thus  ilandeth  the  cafe,  35 

I  am  a  banyfhed  man. 


iind  I  your  wyll  for  to  fulfyll 

In  this  wyll  nat  refufe ; 
Truftynge  to  (hevve,  in  wordes  fewe 

That  men  have  an  yll  ufe,  ^ 

To  theyr  owne  fhame,  women  to  blame. 

And  caufeleffe  them  accufe  : 
Therfore  to  yen  I  anfwere  nowe 

All  women  to  excufc, — 
Myne  owne  hart  dere,  with  you  what  cherc  ?     4^ 

I  pray  you,  tell  anone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankyndc 

I  love  but  you  alone. 

A. 

It  ftandeth  fo  ;  a  dede  is  do, 

•  Wherof  grete  harme  fhall  growc  :  50 

My  defliny  is  for  to  dy 

A  (hamefuil  deth,  I  trowe ; 
Or  elles  to  fle  :  the  one  muft  be  ; 

None  other  way  I  knowe  ; 
But  to  witlidrawe  as  an  outlawe,  tc 

And  take  me  to  my  bowe. 
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Wherfore,  adtie,  my  owne  hart  true  ! 

None  other  rede  I  can ; 
Por  1  mufle  to  the  grene  wode  go. 

Alone,  a  banyfhed  man.  60 

0  lorde,  what  is  this  worldys  blyfle. 
That  chaungeth  as  the  mone  ! 

The  fomers  day  in  lufty  May 
Is  derked  before  the  none. — 

1  here  you  fay,  farewell ;  Nay,  nay,  65 
.We  depart  nat  fo  fone  : 

Why  fay  ye  fo  ?  wheder  wyll  ye  go  ? 

Alas,  what  have  ye  done  ? 
All  my  welfare  to  forowe  and  care 

Sholde  change,  yf  ye  were  gone  ;  70 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde    . 

I  love  but  you  alone. 

A. 

I  can  beleve,  it  fhall  you  greve. 

And  fomwhat  you  dyftrayne  : 
But,  aftyrwarde,  your  paynes  harde  75 

V    Within  a  day  or  twayne 
Shall  fone  aflake ;  and  ye  Ihall  take 

Comfort  to  you  agayne. 
Why  (holds  ye  ought  ?  for,  to  make  thought. 

Your  labour  were  in  vayne.  80 

jAnd  thus  I  do ;  and  pray  you  to. 

As  hartely  as  I  can ; 
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For  I  muft  to  the  grene  wodc  go. 
Alone,  a  banylhed  man. 


Now,  fyth  that  ye  have  fhewed  to  me  85 

The  fecret  of  your  mynde  ; 
I  fhall  be  playne  to  you  agayne, 

Lyke  as  ye  ihall  me  fynde. 
Syth  it  is  fo,  that  ye  wyll  gq^ 

I  wolle  not  leve  behynde  ;  90 

Shall  it  never  be  fayd,  the  not-browne  mayd 

Was  to  her  love  unkynde. 
Make  you  redy  ;  for  fo  am  I, 

Although  it  were  anone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  o#  all  mankynd,  9 J 

I  love  but  you  alone. 

A. 

Yet  I  you  rede  to  take  good  hede 

What  men  wyll  thynke  and  fay : 
Of  yonge  and  olde  it  (hall  be  tolde 

That  ye  be  gone  away  lOO 

Your  wanton  wyll  for  to  fulfill. 

In  grene  wode  you  to  play ; 
And  that  ye  myght  from  your  delyght 

No  lenger  make  delay  : 
Rather  than  ye  (holdc  thus  for  me  ip^ 

Be  called  an  yll  woman, 
Yet  wolde  I  to  the  grene  wode  go. 

Alone,  a  banifhed  man. 
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B. 
Though  it  be  fonge  of  olde  and  yonge. 

That  I  fholde  be  to  blame,  iic> 

Theyrs  be  the  charge  that  fpeke  fo  large 

In  hurtynge  of  my  name  : 
jFor  I  wyll  prove,  that  faythfull  love 

It  is  devoyd  of  fliame  ; 
In  your  dyftrefTe,  and  hevynefle-,  j  1 5 

To  part  with  you,  the  fame ; 
To  ftievve  all  tho  that  do  nat  fo. 

True  lovers  are  they  none  : 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankyhde 

I  love  but  you  alone.  i^ 

A.    ■, 

'I  counceyle  yon,  remember  howe 

It  is  no  maydens  lavve, 
Nothynge  to  dout,  but  to  renne  but 

To  wode  with  an  outlawe  : 
F©r  ye  muft  there  in  your  hand  here  125 

A  bowe,  redy  to  drawe  ; 
And,  as  a  thefe,  thus  muft  you  lyve. 

Ever  in  drede  and  awe ; 
Wherby  to  you  grete  harme  myght  growe  : 

Yet  had  I  lever  than,  130 

That  I  had  to  the  grene  wode  go. 

Alone,  a  banyfhed  man. 

B. 

I  fay  nat  nay,  but  as  ye  fay. 
It  is  no  maydens  lore  : 
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Bat  love  may  make  me,  for  your  fake,  135 

As  I  have  fayd  before. 
To  come  on  fote,  to  hunt,  and  ftiotc. 

To  gete  us  mete  in  ftore  ; 
For  fo  that  I  your  company 

May  have,  I  afke  no  more  :  120 

From  which  to  part,  it  maketh  my  hart 

As  colde  as  ony  (lone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde 

I  love  but  you  alone. 

A. 

For  an  outlawe  this  is  the  lawe,  i^^ 

That  men  hym  take  and  byndc;; 
Wythout  pyte  hanged  to  be. 

And  waver  wjth  the  wynde. 
Yf  I  had  nede  (as  God  forbede  !) 

What  focours  coude  ye  fynde  ?  I5© 

Forfoth,  I  trowe,  ye  and  your  bowe 

For  fere  wolde  drawe  behynde  : 
And  no  mervayle  ;  for  lytell  avayle 

Were  in  your  counceyle  than  : 
Wherfore  I  wyll  to  the  grene  wode  go,  155 

Alone,  a  banyftied  man. 

B. 

Ryght  wele  knowe  ye,  that  women  be 

But  feeble  for  to  fyght ; 
No  womanhede  it  is,  indede. 

To  be  bolde  as  a  knyght :  160 
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Yet,  in  fuch  fere  yf  that  ye  were 

With  enemyes  day  or  nyght, 
1  wolde  withflande,  with  bowe  in  hande. 

To  kelpe  ye  with  my  myght. 
And  you  to  fave;  as  women  have  165 

From  deth  many  a  one  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  Riankynde 

I  love  but  you  alone. 


A. 


Yet  take  good  hede ;  for  ever  I  drede 

That  ye  coude  nat  fuftayne  170 

The  thornie  wayes,  the  depe  valeies. 

The  fnowe,,  the  froft,  the  rayne. 
The  colde,  the  hete  :  for,  dry  or  wete. 

Ye  muft  lodge  on  the  playne  ; 
And,  us  above,  none  other  rofe  175 

But  a  brake  bu(h,  or  twayne : 
Which  fone  (holde  greve  you,  I  bcleve ; 

And  ye  wolde  gladly  than 
That  I  had  to  the  grene  wode  go. 

Alone,  a  banyfhed  man.  180 

B. 

Syth  I  have  htre  bene  party ne  re 

With  you  of  joy  and  blyffe, 
1  muft  alio  parte  of  your  wo 

Endure,  as  refon  is : 
Yet  am  I  fure  of  one  plefure ;  1 85 

And,  Ihortely,  it  is  this, — 
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That,  where  ye  be,  me  femeth,  parde, 

I  coude  nat  fare  amyfle. 
Without  more  fpeche,  I  you  befeche 

That  wc  were  fhortely  gone ;  1 90 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde 

I  love  but  you  alone. 

A. 

Yfiye  go  thyder,  ye  muft  confydcr. 

Whan  ye  have  luft  to  dyne. 
There  ihall  no  mete  be  for  to  gete,  195 

Neyther  bere,  ale,  ne  wync ; 
Ne  Ihetes  clene,  to  lye  betwene, 

Maden  of  threde  and  twyne ; 
None  other  houfe,  but  leves  and  bowes. 

To  cover  your  hed  and  myne  :  200 

O  myne  hart  fwete,  this  evyll  dyete 

Sholde  make  you  pale  and  wan  ; 
Wherfore  I  wyll  to  the  grene  wode  go. 

Alone,  a  banyfhed  man. 

B. 

Amonge  the  wylde  dere,  fuch  an  archere,        205 

As  men  fay  that  ye  be, 
*  Ne  may'  nat  fayle  of  good  vitayle. 

Where  is  fo  grete  plente  : 
And  water  clere  of  the  ry  vere 

Shall  be  full  fwete  to  me  ;  2IO 

With  which  in  hele  I  ftiall  ryght  wele 

Endure,  as  ye  Ihall  fee  : 

Vol.  II.  y 
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And,  or  we  go,  a  bedde  or  two 

I  can  provyde  anone  ; 
For,  in  my  myode,  of  all  mankynde  2J5 

I  love  but  you  alone. 

A. 

Lo  yet,  before,  ye  muft  do  more, 

Yf  ye  wyll  go  with  me  : 
As  cat  your  here  abov«  your  ere. 

Your  kyrtel  above  the  kne  ;  Z20 

With  bowe  in  hande,  for  to  withftande 

Your  enemyes,  yf  nede  be  : 
And,  *  this*  fame  nyght,  before  day-lyght. 

To  wode-warde  wyll  I  He. 
Yf  that  ye  wyll  all  this  fulfill,  2  25 

Do  it  fhortely  as  ye  can  ; 
Els  wyll  I  to  the  grene  wode  go. 

Alone,  a  banylhed  man. 

B. 

I  ihall  as  no  we  do  more  for  you 

Than  longeth  to  womanhede ;  230 

To  fhorte  my  here,  a  bowe  to  bere. 

To  <hote  in  tyme  of  nede  :— 
O  my  fwete  mother,  before  all  other 

For  you  1  have  moft  drede  : 
But  nowe,  adue  !  I  muft  enfue  2^35 

Where  fortune  doth  me  lede. 
All  this  make  ye  :  Nowe  let  us  fie  ; 

The  day  cometh  fafte  upon  ; 
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For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde 

.    I  love  but  you  alone.  240 

A. 

Nay,  nay,  nat  fo ;  ye  (hall  not  go. 

And  I  (hall  tell  you  why, — 
Your  appetyght  is  to  be  lyght 

Of  love,  I  wele  efpy : 
For,  lyke  as  ye  have  fayed  to  me,  245 

In  lyke  wyfe  hardely 
Ye  wolde  anfwere  whofoever  it  were. 

In  way  of  company. 
It  is  fayd  of  olde,  fone  hote,  fone  colde  ; 

And  fo  is  a  woman  :  25 0 

*  Wherfore'  I  muft  to  the  grene  wode  go. 

Alone,  a  banyfhed  man. 


Yf  ye  take  hede,  it  is  no  nede 

Such  wordes  to  fay  by  me; 
For  oft  ye  prayed,  and  longe  aflayed,  255 

Or  I  you  loved,  parde  : 
And  though  that  I  of  auncellry 

A  barons  daughter  be. 
Yet  have  you  proved  howe  I  you  loved, 

A  fquyer  of  lovve  degre  ;  ^60 

And  ever  ihall,  whatfo  befall ; 

To  dy  therfore  anone ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde 

I  love  but  yo:Li  alone. 

Y  2 
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A. 

A  barons  chylde  to  be  begylde  !  265 

It  were  a  curfed  dede : 
To  be  felawe  with  an  outlawe  ! 

Almighty  God  forbede  I 
Yet  better  were,  the  pore  fquyere 

Alone  to  foreft  yede,  270 

Than  ye  Iholde  fay,  another  day. 

That  by  my  curfed  dede 
Ye  were  betrayed  :  wherfore,  good  mayd. 

The  bell  rede  that  I  can. 
Is  that  I  to  the  grene  wode  go,  275 

Alone,  a  banyfhed  man. 

Whatever  befall,  I  never  ftiall 

Of  this  thyng  you  outbrayd  : 
But  yf  ye  go,  and  leve  me  fo. 

Than  have  yc  me  betrayed.  zto 

Remember  you  wele  howe  that  ye  dele  ; 

For,  yf  ye,  as  ye  fayd, 
*  Were  fo'  unkynde,  to  leve  behynde 

Your  love,  the  not-brownc  mayd, 
Truft  me  trulj?,  that  I  Ihall  dy  285 

Sone  after  ye  be  gone  : 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde 

I  love  but  you  alone. 

A. 

Yf  that  ye  went  ye  fliolde  repent ; 
For  in  the  foreft  nowe  299 
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1  have  purvayed  me  of  a  mayd. 

Whom  I  love  more  than  you  ; 
Another  fayrere  than  ever  ye  were, 

I  dare  it  wele  avowe  ; 
And  of  you  bothe  eche  fholde  be  wrothe  295 

With  other,  as  I  trovve  : 
It  were  myne  efe,  to  lyvc  in  pefe ; 

So  wyll  I,  yf  I  can  : 
Wherfore  I  to  the  wode  wyll  go. 

Alone,  a  banyfhed  man.  ^00 

B. 

Though  in  the  wode  I  uadyrflode 

Ye  had  a  paramour. 
All  this  may  nought  remove  my  thought. 

Rut  that  I  wyll  be  your  : 
And  (he  fhall  fynde  me  foft  and  kynde,  305 

And  courteys  every  hour  ; 
Glad  to  fulfyil  all  that  fhe  wyll 

Commaunde  me,  to  my  power  : 
For  had  ye,  lo,  an  hundred  mo. 

Yet  wolde  I  be  that  one  :  3  lO 

For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde 

I  love  but  you  alonp. 

A. 

Myne  owne  dere  love,  I  fe  the  prove 

That  ye  be  kynde,  and  true  ; 
Of  mayde,  and  wyfe,  of  all  my  lyfe,  315 

The  beft  that  ever  I  knewe. 
V  3 
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Be  mery  and  glad,  be  no  more  fad. 

The  cafe  is  chaunged  newe  ; 
For  it  were  ruthe,  that,  for  your  truthe. 

Ye  fholie  have  caufe  to  rewe  :  3 20 

Be  nat  difmayed  ;  whatfoever  I  fayd 

To  you,  whan  I  began, 
I  wyll  nat  to  the  grene  wode  go, 

I  am  no  banyfhed  man. 

B. 

Thefe  ty dings  be  more  gladder  to  me  325 

Than  to  be  made  a  quene, 
Yf  1  were  fure  they  fholde.  endure  : 

But  it  is  often  fene. 
Whan  men  wyll  breke  promyfe,  they  fpeke 

The  wordes  on  the  fplene  :  330 

Ye  fhapc  fonie  wyle,  me  to  begyle. 

And  Ilele  from  me,  I  wene  : 
Than  were  the  cafe  worfe  than  it  was. 

And  I  more  wo-begone  ; 
For,  in  my  mynde,  of  all  mankynde  335 

I  love  but  you  alone. 

A. 

Ye  ftiall  nat  nede  further  to  drede  ; 

I  wyll  nat  dyfparage 
You,  (God  defend  !)  fyth  ye  defcend 

Of  fo  grete  lynyage,  340 

No  we  undyrftande,  to  Weftmarlande, 

Which  is  myne  herytage. 
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I  wyll  you  brynge  ;  and  with  a  rynge. 

By  way  of  maryage, 
I  wyll  you  take ;  and  lady  make,  34.5 

As  (hortely  as  I  can  : 
Than  have  you  won  an  erlys  fon. 

And  '  not  a*  banyihed  man. 


Here  may  ye  fe,  that  women  be. 

In  love,  meke,  kynde,  and  ftable :  J50 

Late  never  man  reprove  them  than 

[Or  call  them  variable]  ; 
But,  rather,  pray  God,  that  we  may 

To  them  be  comfortable ; 
Which  fometyme '  proveth'  fuch  as  he  '  loveth,'  355 

Yf  they  be  charytable. 
*  For,  fyth'  men  wolde  that  women  fholde 

Be  meke  to  them  ech  one, 
Moche  more  ought  they  to  God  obey. 

And  ferve  but  hym  alone.  360 
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HARPALUS  COMPLAINT  OF  PHILLIDAES 
LOVE  BESTOWED  ON  CORIN,  WHO  LOVED 
HER  NOT  ;  AND  DENIED  HIM  THAT 
LOVED  HER. 

Jr  H  Y  L  1  D  A  was  a  faire  mayde. 

As  frefti  as  any  flowre  ; 
Whom  Harpalus  the  herdman  prayde 

To  be  his  paramour. 

Harpalus,  and  eke  Corin,  5 

Were  herdmen  both  yfere  : 
And  Phylida  could  twift  and  fpinne. 

And  thereto  fing  full  clere. 

But  Phyllida  was  all  to  coy 

For  Harpalus  to  winne  ;  10 

For  Corin  was  her  onely  joy. 

Who  forft  her  not  a  pinne. 

How  often  would  fhe  flowers  twine  1 

How  often  garlandes  make. 
Of  couflips,  atid  of  colombine  !  J  5 

And  al  for  Corins  fake. 

But  Corin  he  had  haukes  to  lure. 
And  forced  more  the  field  : 
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Of  lovers  lawe  he  toke  no  cure 

For  once  he  was  begilde.  20 

Harpalus  prevailed  nought. 

His  labour  all  was  lo(l : 
For  he  was  fardeft  from  her  thought. 

And  yet  he  loved  her  moft. 

Therefore  waxt  he  both  pale  and  leane,  ft^ 

And  drye  as  clot  of  clay  ; 
His  fleihe  it  was  confumed  cleane. 

His  colour  gone  away. 

His  beard  it  had  not  long  be  (have. 

His  heare  hong  all  unkempt :  3a 

A  man  moft  fit  even  for  the  grave. 

Whom  fpitefull  love  had  fpent. 

His  eyes  were  red,  and  all  forewatched. 

His  face  befprent  with  teares : 
It  femde  unhap  had  him  long  hatched,  ^5 

In  mids  of  his  difpaires. 

His  clothes  were  blackc,  and  alfo  bare. 

As  one  forlorne  was  he : 
Upon  his  head  alwayes  he  ware 

A  wreath  of  wyllow  tree.  4> 
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His  beaftes  he  kept  upon  the  hyll. 

And  he  fate  in  the  dale  : 
/rid  thus,  with  fighes  and  forovves  Ihril, 

He  gan  to  tell  his  tale. 

O  Harpalus  !    (thus  vvoud  he  fay)  45 

Unhappieft  under  funne  ! 
The  caufe  of  thine  unhappy  day 

By  love  was  iirll  begunne. 

For  thou  wenteft  firll  by  fute  to  feeke 

A  tigre  to  make  tame  ;  50 

That  fettes  not  by  thy  love  a  leekc. 

But  makes  thy  griefe  her  game." 

Ai  eafy  it  were  for  to  convert 

The  froft  into  the  fiame. 
As  for  to  turne  a  froward  hert,  55 

Whjm  thou  fo  faine  wouldll  frame. 

Corin  he  liveth  carelcffe. 

He  leapes  among  the  leaves ; 
He  eates  the  frutes  of  thy  redrefle ; 

Thou  reapes,  he  takes  the  fheaves.  60 

My  beaftes,  a  whyle  your  foode  refraine. 

And  harke  your  herdmans  founde, 
Wliom  fpitefuU  love,  alas  1  hath  flaine. 

Through-girt  with  many  a  wounde. 
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0  happy  be  ye,  l)eaftes  wilde,  6t' 
That  here  your  pafture  takes  : 

1  fe  that  ye  be  not  begilde 

Of  thefe  your  faithfull  makes. 

The  hart  he  feedeth  by  the  hinde. 

The  bucke  hard  by  the  do  ;  -^O 

The  turtle  dove  is  not  vnkinde 

To  him  that  loves  her  fo. 

The  ewe  Ihe  hath  by  her  the  ramme. 

The  yong  cow  hath  the  bull  ; 
The  calfe  with  many  a  lufty  lambe  75 

Do  fcde  their  hunger  full. 

But  vvelaway  !  that  nature  wrought 

Thee,  Phillyda,  fo  faire  : 
For  I  may  fay  that  I  haue  bought 

Thy  beauty  all  to  deare.  ^9 

What  reafon  is  it  that  crueltie 

With  beautie  ftiould  have  part  ? 
Or  els  that  fuch  great  tyranny 

Should  dwell  in  vvomans  hart  ? 

I  fee  therefore  to  (hape  my  death  85 

She  cruelly  is  preft  ; 
To  thende  that  I  may  want  my  breath  : 

My  dayes  been  at  the  bell. 
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O  Cupide,  graunt  this  my  requeft. 

And  do  not  ftoppe  thine  eares,  90 

That  fhe  may  feele  within  her  breft. 

The  paines  of  my  difpaires. 


Of  Corin  that  is  careleiTe 

That  Ihe  may  crave  her  fee. 

As  I  have  done  in  great  diftrefie. 
That  loved  her  faithfully. 

But  fms  that  I  fhall  die  her  flave. 
Her  flave  and  eke  her  thrall : 

"Write  you,  my  frendes,  upon  my  grave. 
This  chaunce  that  is  befall. 

Here  lieth  unhappy  Harpelus, 

By  cruell  love  now  flaine  ; 
Whom  Phillyda  unjuftly  thus 

Hath  murdred  with  difdaine. 


95 
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EPIGRAM. 
ON    WIT, 

1  R  u  E  wit  is  like  the  brilliant  ilone. 

Dug  from  the  Indian  mine ; 
Which  boafts  two  various  powr*s  in  one. 

To  cut  as  well  aP  fhine. 

Genius,  like  that,  if  poli(h*d  right,  J 

With  the  fame  gift  abounds ; 
Appears  at  once  both  keen  and  bright. 

And  fparkles  while  it  wounds. 
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AN  EPITAPH  ON  A  POOR  HONEST  MAN; 
INTENDED  TO  BE  PLAC'd  O^  A  STONE 
IN  THE  CHANCEL  OP  THE  CHURCH  OF 
BROMHAM  IN   THE    COUNTY   OF   WILTS. 

lis  not  the  tomb  in  marble  poliHiM  high. 
The  venal  verfe,  or  flattering  tides  nigh. 
The  clallick  learning  o'er  an  impious  flone. 
Where  Latin  tells  what  Englijh  blufh'd  to  own. 
Shall  fhroud  the  guilty  from  the  eye  of  God,        5 
Incline  his  ballance,  or  avert  his  rod. 
His  hand  can  raife  the  crippled  and  the  poor^ 
Spread  on  the  way,  or  fainting  at  the  door ; 
And  blaft  the  villain,  tho*  to  altars  fled. 
Who  robb*d  us,  living  ;  and  infults  us,  dead.      10 
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A  TRANSLATION  OF  AM  IRISH  SONG,  BE- 
GINNING ma  nfilU  Jlane  g*uit  ougbtb  chegh 
khutiCf  Sec. 

IDLEST  were  the  days,  when  in  the  lonely  fhadr, 
Join'd  hand  in  hand,  my  love  and  I  have  llray'd. 
Where  apple-bloflbms  fccnt  the  fragrant  air, 
IVe  fnatch'd  foft  kiiies  from  the  wanton  fair. 

Then  did  the  fcather'd  choir  in  fongs  rejoice,       5 
How  foft  the  cuckoo  turi*d  her  foothing  voice  ! 
The  gentle  thru{h  with  pride  difplayM  his  throat. 
Vying  in  fweetnefs  with  the  black-bird's  note. 

B  ut  now,  my  love,  how  wretched  am  I  made  ! 
My  health  exhaufted,  and  my  bloom  decay 'd!    10 
Penlive  I  roam  the  folitary  grove, — 
The  grove  delights  not — for  I  mils  my  love. 

Once  more,  fweet  maid,  together  let  us  flray. 
And  in  foft  dalliance  wafte  the  fleeting  day  ; 
Through  hazel-groves,  where  clull*ring  nuts  Invite, 
And  biulliing  apples  charm  the  tempted  fight. 

In  awful  charms  fecure,  my  lovely  maid 
May  truft  with  me  her  beauty  in  the  Ibadc. 
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Oh  !  how  with  fick'ning  fond  defire  I  pine. 

Till  my  heart's  wiih,  till  you,  my  love,  are  mine. 

Hence  with  thefe  virgin  fears,  this  cold  delay. 
Let  love  advife  ;  take  courage,  and  away. 
Your  conftant  fwain  for  ever  fhall  be  true. 
O'er  all  the  pldn,  fhall  ne'er  love  one  but  you. 
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TO    MR.    SECRETARY    MURRAY, 
ON    HIS   TURNING    EVIDENCE. 

-^^mntutn  mutatui  ah  illo, 

1  o  all  that  virtue's  holy  ties  can  boaft. 
To  truth,  to  honour,  and  to  manhood  loft  ; 
How  haft  thou  vvandred  from  the  facred  road. 
The  paths  of  honefty,  the  pole  to  God ! 
O  !  fallen  1  fallen  from  the  high  degree  5 

Of  fpotlefs  fame  and  pure  integrity  ! 
Where's  all  that  gallantry  that  fiU'd  your  breaft  ? 
The  pride  of  fentimcnt,  the  thought  profeft, 
Th'  unbiafs'd  principle,  the  gen'rous  ftrain. 
That  vvarm'd  your  blood,  and  beat  in  every  vein  ? 
All !  all  are  fled  1 — Once  honeft,  fteddy,  brave. 
How    great  the   change  !  —  to  coward,  traitor, 
knave  ! 

O !  hateful  love  of  life !  that  prompts  the  mind. 
The  godlike,  great  and  good,  to  leave  behind. 
From  wifdom's  laws,  from  honour's  glorious  plan. 
From  all  on  earth  that  dignifies  the  man  \ 
With  fteps  unhallow'd  wickedly  to  ftray. 
And  truft,  and  friendftiip's  holy  band  betray  ! 
Curs'd  fear  of  death  I  whofe  bugbear  terrors  fright 
Th'  unmanly  breaft  from  fuff'ring  in  the  right; 
That  ftrikes  the  man  from  th'  elevated  ftate. 
From  every  charader,  and  name  of  great. 

Vol.  II.  Z 
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And  throws  him  down  beneath  the  vile  degree 
Of  galley'd  flaves,  or  dungeon  villainy  ! 

O  !  Murray  !  Murray  !  once  of  truth  approved. 
Your  prince's  darling,  by  his  party  lov*d. 
When  all  were  fond  your  worth  and  fame  to  raife. 
And  expectation  fpoke  your  future  praife. 
How  could  you  fell  that  prinGe>  that  caufe>  that 

fame. 
For  life  enchain'd  to  infamy  and  fhame  ?  3a 

See  gallant  ARTHUR*,  whofe  undaunted  foul 
No  dangers  frighten,  and  no  fears  controul. 
With  unconcern  the  ax  and  block  furveys. 
And  fmiles  at  all  the  dreadful  fcene  difplays ; 
While  undifturb'd  his  thoughts  fo  fleady  keep,     35 
He  goes  to  death  as  others  go  to  fleep. 
Gay  midft  their  gibbets  and  devouring  fire. 
What  numbers  hardy  in  the  caufe  expire  1 
Behold  the  menial  hand  that  broke  your  bread. 
That  wip'd  your  fhoes,  and  with  your  crumbs  was 

fed,  40 

When  life  and  riches,  profer'd  to  his  view. 
Before  his  eyes  the  ftrong  temptation  threw. 
Rather  than  quit  integrity  of  heart. 
Or  aft,  like  you,  th'unmanly  traitor's  part, 
Difdains  the  purchafe  of  a  worthlefs  life,  45 

And  bares  the  bofom  to  the  butch'ring  knife  ; 

*  Lord  Balmerino. 
/^.  32.  No  dangers  fright  biutf  and  no  labours  tire. 

Vanity  of  human   wishk*-. 
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Each  mean  compliance  gallantly  denies. 

And  in  mute  honefty  is  brave  and  dies. 

While  you,  tho'  tutor*d  from  your  early  youth. 

To  all  the  principles  of  fteddy  troth,  50 

Tho'  ftation,  birth,  and  chara^r  confpire. 

To  kindle  in  your  breaft  the  manly  fire. 

Friends,  reputation,  confcience,  all  diiclaim* 

To  glory  loft,  and  funk  in  endlefs  (hara«  ; 

For  the  dull  privilege  to  breathe  the  air,  55 

Tor  everlalling  infamy  declare. 

And  down  to  late  pofterity  record 

A  name  that's  curs'd,  abandon'd,  and  abhorr'd. 

Go,  wretch !  enjoy  the  purchafe  you  have  gain'd. 
Scorn  and  reproach  your  every  ftep  attend ;       60 
By  all  mankind  negledled  and  forgot. 
Retire  to  folitude,  retire  and  rot. 
But  whither  ?^  whither  can  the  guilty  *  flie* 
From  the  devouring  worms  that  never  die  ? 
Thofe  inward  ftings  that  rack  the  villain's  breall,  6  J 
Haunt  his  lone  houfe,  and  break  his  tortur'd  refl. 
*Midft  caves,  'midft  rocks  and  defarts  you  may  find 
A  fafe  retreat  from  all  the  human  kind ; 
But  to  what  foreign  region  can  you  run. 
Your  greateft  enemy,  yourfelf,  to  fhun  ?  70 

P^,  ^l.  Here  malice^  rapine,  acciJent,  c0ri/phe. 
And  neiv  a  rabble  rages,  neiv  a  Jirt, 

Z    2 
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Where  e'er  thou  ga*ft,  wild  anguKh  and  defpair. 
And  black  remorfe  attend  with  hideous  ftare  ; 
Tear  your  diftraded  foul  with  torments  fell. 
Your  paffions  devils,  and  your  bofom  hell. 

Thus  may  you  drag  your  heavy  chain  along,  75 
Some  minutes  more  inglorious  life  prolong  ; 
And  when  the  fates  fhall  cut  a  coward's  breath. 
Weary  of  being,  yet  afraid  of  de«th. 
If  crimes  like  thine  hereafter  are  forgiven, 
Judas  and  Murray  both  may  go  to  heaven.        8a 
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THE      BEGGAR. 


inopemque  paterni 


j£t  Laris,  et  Fundi, 

HOR. 

JriTY  the  forrows  of  a  poor  old  man! 

Whofe  trembling  limbs  have  borne  him  to  your 
jdoor, 
Whofe  days  are  dwindled  to  the  fhorteft  fpan ; 

Oh !  give  relief — and  heav*n  will  blefs  your  (lore. 

Thefe  tatter'd  cloaths  my  poverty  befpeak,  5 

Thefe  hoary  locks  proclaim  my  lengthen*d  years ; 

And  many  a  furrow  in  my  grief-worn  cheek 
Has  been  the  channel  to  a  llream  of  tears. 

Yon  houfe,  ere^led  on  the  rifmg  ground. 

With  tempting  afpeft  drew  me  from  my  road,  10 

For  plenty  there  a  refidence  has  found. 
And  grandeur  a  magnificent  abode  : 

(Hard  is  the  fate  of  the  infirm  and  poor ! ) 
Here  craving  for  a  morfel  of  their  bread, 

A  pamper'd  menial  forc'd  me  from  the  door,      1 5 
To  feek  a  flielter  in  an  humbler  fhed. 

*  Firfi  printed  f] 6  .. 
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Oh  !  take  me  to  your  hofpitable  dome. 

Keen  blows  the  wind,  and  piercing  is  the  cold ! 

Short  is  my  paflage  to  the  friendly  tomb. 

For  I  am  poor  and  miferably  old.  20 

Should  I  reveal  the  fourc«  of  every  grief. 
If  ibft  humanity  e'er  touch'd  your  breaft. 

Your  hands  would  not  withhold  the  kind  relief. 
And  tears  of  pity  could  not  be  reprefl. 

Heav*n fends  misfortunes — why  (hould  we  repine  ?  25 
*Tis  heaven  has  brought  me  to  the  flate  you  fee; 

And  yoar  condition  may  be  foon  iike  mine. 
The  child  of  forrow — and  of  mifery. 

A  little  farm  was  my  paternal  lot. 

Then  like  the  lark  I  fp rightly  hail'd  the  morn ;  30 
But  ah !  oppreffion  forc'd  me  from  my  cot. 

My  cattle  dy'd,  and  blighted  was  my  corn. 

My  daughter — once  the  comfort  of  my  age  ! 

Lur*d  by  a  villain  from  her  native  home. 
Is  caft  abandon*d  on  the  world's  wide  ftage,       35 

And  doom'd  in  fcanty  poverty  to  roam. 

My  tender  wife — fweet  foother  of  my  care  ! 

Struck  with  fad  anguilh  at  the  ftern  decree. 
Fell — lingering  fell  a  viftim  to  defpair, 

And  left  the  world  to  wretchednefs  and  me.  40 
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Kty  the  forrows  of  a  poor  old  man  ! 

Whofe  trembling  limbs  have  borne  him  to  your 
door, 
Whofe  days  are  dwindled  to  the  fhorteft  fpan ; 

Oh !  give  relief— and  heav*n  will  blefs  your  flore. 


Z4 
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A    N 

HEROIC    EPISTLE 

T    O 
SIR    WILLIAM    CHAMBERS,    KNIGHT, 

COMPTROLLER  GENERAL  OF   HIS   MAJESTY'S   WORKS, 

AND  AUTHOR   OF  A   LATE 

DISSERTATION    ON    ORIENTAL    GARDENING. 

ENRICHED    WITH    EXPLANATORY    NOTES, 

CHIEFLY      EXTRACTED     FROM      THAT      ELABORATE 
PERFORMANCE. 

Non  omnes  arhujla  jwvant  humUefque  myrlca, 

Virgil. 

K.  N I G  H  T  of  the  Polar  Star  !  by  Fortune  placM, 

To  Ihine  the  Cynofure  of  Briliih  tafte  ; 

Whofe  orb  colledls  in  one  refulgent  view. 

The  fcatter'd  glories  of  Chinefe  Virtu  ; 

And  fpread  their  luftre  in  fo  broad  a  blaze,  5 

That  Kings  themfelves  are  dazzled,  while  they  gaze, 

Verfe  2.  [Cynofure  of  Britifti  tallc]  Cynofure,  an  af- 
feftcd  phrafc,  Cynofura  is  the  conftellation  of  Uifa  Minor, 
or  the  Lefler  Bear,  the  next  liar  to  the  Pole.  Dr.  Newton, 
OA  the  word  in  Milton. 
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O  let  the  Mufe- attend  thy  march  fublime. 
And,  with  thy  profe,  caparifon  her  rhyme. 
Teach  her,  like  thee,  to  gild  her  fplendid  fong, 
WithfcenesofYven-MingjandfayingsofLi-Tfong; 
Like  thee  to  fcorn  Dame  Nature's  fimple  fence ; 
Leap  each  Ha  Ha  of  truth  and  common  fenfe  ; 
And  proudly  rifing  in  her  bold  career. 
Demand  attention  from  the  gracious  ear 
Of  him,  whom  we  and  all  the  world  admit         15 
Patron  fupreme  of  fcience,  tafte,  and  wit. 
Does  Envy  doubt  ?  Witnefs  ye  chofen  train  ! 
Who  breathe  the  fweets  of  his  Saturnian  reign ; 
Witnefs  ye  H*lls,  ye  J*nl»ns,  Sc*ts,  S»bb»s, 
Hark  to  my  call,  for  fome  of  you  have  ears.       20 

Verfe  10.  [With  fcencs  of  Yvcn-Ming.]  One  of  the 
Imperial  gardens  at  Pckin.  [Sayings  of  Li-Tfong.]  "  Many- 
trees,  ftirubs,  and  floweis,"  fayeth  Li-Tfong,  a  Chincfe 
author  of  great  antiquity,  "  thrive  bcft  in  low,  moill  fitua- 
tions;  many  on  hills  and  mountains  ;  fome  require  a  rich 
foil ;  but  others  will  grow  on'clay,  in  fand,  or  even  upon 
rocks,  and  in  the  water  :  to  fome  a  funny  expofition  is 
necclTary  ;  but  for  others  the  fhade  is  preferable.  There 
are  plants  which  thrive  bell  in  expofed  fituations,  but  ia 
general,  (helter  is  rcquifite.  The  (kilful  gardener,  to 
whom  ftudy  and  experience  have  taught  thtfe  qualities, 
carefully  attends  to  them  in  his  operations  ;  knowing  that 
thereon  depend  the  health  and  growth  of  his  plants;  and 
confcquently  the  beauty  of  his  plantations."  Vide  Dift 
p.  77.  The  reader,  I  prefume,  will  readily  allow,  that 
he  never  met  with  fo  much  recondite  truth,  as  this  aocieat 
Chinefc  here  exhibits. 
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JLet  D**d  H*e,  from  the  remoteft  North, 
In  fee-faw  fceptic  fcruples  hint  his  worth  i 
D**d,  who  there  fupinely  deigns  to  lye 
The  fatteft  Hog  of  Epicurus'  fty  ; 
Tho*  drunk  with  Gallic  wine,  and  Gallic  pralfe, 
D**d  fliall  blefs  Old  England's  halcyon  days  ; 
The  mighty  Home  bemir'd  in  profe  fo  long. 
Again  (hall  ftalk  upon  the  ftilts  of  fong  : 
While  bold  Mac-Offian,  wont  in  Ghofls  to  deal. 
Bids  candidjSmollet  from  his  coffin  Ileal ;  30 

Bids  MallewTquit  his  fweet  Elyiian  reft. 
Sunk  in  his  St.  John's  philofophic  bread. 
And,  like  old  Orpheus,  make  fome  llrong  effort 
To  come  from  Hell,  and  warble  truth  at  Court, 

There  was  a  time, "  in  Efher's  peaceful  grove,  3  5 
«*^  When  Kent  and  Nature  vy'd  for  Pelham's  love,'* 
That  Pope  beheld  them  with  aufpicious  fmile» 
And  own'd  that  Beauty  bleft  their  mutual  toil, 
Miftaken  Bard  !  could  fuch  a  pair  defign 
Scenes  fit  to  live  in  thy  immortal  line  ?  4.0 

Hadft  thou  been  born  in  this  enlighten'd  day. 
Felt,  as  we  feel,  Tafte's  oriental  ray. 
Thy  fatire  fure  had  given  them  both  a  fkb. 
Called  Kent  a  Driveller,  and  the  Nymph  a  Drab. 

Verfe  34.  [Truth  at  Court.]  Vide  (if  it  be  extant)  a 
poem  under  this  title,  for  which  (or  for  the  publication 
«f  Lord  Bolingbroke's  philofophical  writings)  the  pcrfoa 
Here  mentioned,  received  a  confiderablc  penfioa  in  the 
Ume  of  Lord  B—te's  ad  minift ration. 
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For  what  is  Nature  ?  Ring  her  changes  round,  4; 
Her  three  flat  notes  are  water,  plants,  and  ground  ; 
Prolong  the  peal,  yet  fpite  of  all  your  clatter. 
The  tedious  chime  is  ftill  ground,  plants,  and  water. 
So,  when  fome  John  his  dull  invention  racks. 
To  rival  Boodle's  dinners,  or  Almack's  ;  50 

Three  uncouth  legs  of  mutton  fhock  our  eyes. 
Three  roafled  geefc,  three  butter'd  apple-pies. 

Come  then,  prolifick  art,  and  with  thee  bring 
The  charms  that  rife  from  thy  exhaufllefs  fpring  ; 

Vcrfe  45.  [For  what  i«  Nature  ?]  This  is  the  great  »mL 
{undamcntal  axiom,  on  which  oriental  taflc  is  founded. 
It  is  iherefore  exprelTcd  here  with  the  greated  precifioo, 
and  in  the  identical  phrafc  of  the  great  original.  The 
figurative  terms,  and  even  the  explanatory  fimilc  are  en- 
tirely borrowed  from  Sir  William's  DilTcrtation.  ♦♦  Na- 
ture (fays  the  Chincfe,  or  Sir  William  for  them)  affords 
us  but  few  materials  to  work  with.  Plants^  ground^  and 
Huattr^  are  her  only  produdions;  and,  though  both  the 
forms  and  arrangements  of  thefe  may  be  varied  to  aa 
incredible  degree,  yet  they'havc  but  few  flriking  varietioi, 
the  re(\  being  of  the  nature  of  changes  rung  upM  belU^ 
which  though  in  reality  different,  ftili  produce  the  fame 
uniform  kind  oi ging/ing  ;  the  variation  being  too  minute 
to  be  eafily  perceived."  «<  j4rt  muft  therefore  fupply  the 
fcanttnejs  of  Nature^"  &c.  &c.  page  14.  And  again,  "  Out 
larger  works  arc  only  a  repetition  of  the  finall  ones,  llkt 
the  honrjl  Bachelet^s  feaji,  which  confided  in  nothing  but 
a  multiplication  of  his  own  dinner;  three  legs  ^mutton 
And  turneps^  three  roajied  getfe^  and  three  iutterti  a^le^ 
fiet/*    Preface,  page  7. 
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To  Richmond  come,  for  fee  untutored  Brown    55 
Deftroys  thofe  wonders  which  were  once  thy  own. 
Lo,  from  his  melon-ground  the  peafant  flave 
Has  rudely  rulh'd  and  levell'd  Merlin's  Cave  ; 
Knocked  down  the  waxen  Wizzard,  feiz'dhis  wand, 
Transform'd  to  lawn  what  late  was  Fairy  land;  60 
And  marr'd,  with  impious  hand,  each  fweet  defign 
Of  Stephen  Duck,  and  good  Queen  Caroline. 
Halle,  bid  yon  livelong  Terras  re-afcend, 
Replace  each  vifta,  ftraighten  every  bend  ; 
Shut  out  the  Thames ;  fhall  that  ignoble  thing  65 
Approach  the  prefcnce  of  great  Ocean's  King  ? 
No  !  let  Barbaric  glories  feaft  his  eyes, 
Auguft  Pagodas  round  his  palace  rife. 
And  finiih'd  Richmond  open  to  his  view, 
^',  A  work  to  wonder  at,  perhaps  a  Kew."  70 

Nor  reft  we  here,  but,  at  our  magic  call, 
Monkies  fhall  climb  our  trees,  and  lizards  crawl  j 

Verfe  67.  [No  !  let  Barbaric  glories.]  So  Milton  : 
*^  Where  the  gorgeous  eaft  with  richeft  hand 
Showers  on  her  Kings  Barbaric  pearl  and  gold.** 

Verfe  72.  [Monkies  (hall  climb  our  trees.]  "  In  their 
Jofty  woods  ferpents  and  11-x.ardi  of  many  beautiful  forts 
crawl  upon  the  ground.  Innumerable  monkies,  cats,  and 
farots  clamber  upon  the  trees.  Page  40.  *'  In  their  lakes 
are  many  ijlandsy  fome  fmall,  forae  large,  amongft  which 
are  feen  ftalking  along,  the  elephant,  the  rhinoceros,  the 
dromedary,  oftrich,  and  the  giant  baboon."  Page  ^6. 
*^*  They  keep,  in  their   enchanted  fcencs,   a  furprifiog 
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Huge  dogs  of  Tibet  bark  in  yonder  grove. 
Here  parrots  prate,  there  cats  make  cruel  love  ; 
In  fome  fair  ifland  will  we  turn  to  grafs  75 

(With  the  Queen's  leave)  her  elephant  and  afs. 
Giants  from  Africa  (hall  guard  the  glades. 
Where  hifs  our  fnakes,  where  fport  our  Tartar  maids ; 
Or,  wanting  thefe,  from  Charlotte  Hayes  we  bring 
Damfels  alike  adroit  to  fport  and  (ling.  80 

Now  to  our  lawns  of  dalliance  and  delight. 
Join  we  the  groves  of  horror  and  affright ; 
This  to  atchieve  no  foreign  aids  we  try. 
Thy  gibbets,  Bagfliot  I  fhall  our  wants  fupply  ; 

variety  of  mondrous  birds,  reptiles  and  animals,  which 
are  tamed  by  art,  and  guarded  by  enormous  Jogs  of  Tibet, 
and  African  giantSy  in  the  habits  of  magician*."  Page  4a. 
**  Sometimes  in  this  romamic  excurfion,  the  paffcnger 
finds  himfclf  in  cxtcnfive  reccffcs,  furrounded  with  ar- 
bours of  jcflamine,  vine,  and  rofes;  where  beauteous 
Tartarcdn  damfels^  in  loofe  tranfparent  robes  that  flutter 
in  the  air,  preft-nt  him  with  rich  wines,  &c.  and  invite 
him  to  lafte  the  fwcets  of  retirement  on  Pcrfiao  carpets, 
and  beds  of  Camufakin  down."     Page  40. 

Verfe84.  fThy  gibbets,  B.gfhoi.]  "  Their  fcenes  of 
terror  are  compofcd  of  gloomy  woods,  Sec.  gibbets,  croiles* 
wheels,  and  the  whole  apparatus  of  torture  are  fcen  from 
the  roads.  Here  too  they  conceal  in  cavities,  on  the 
fnmmits  of  the  higheft  mountains,  foundarics,  lime-kiins, 
and  glafs-works,  which  fend  forth  large  volumts  of  flame, 
and  continued  columns  of  thick  fmokc,  that  gi\e  10  ihcfc 
suountains  the  appearance  of  Volcanos."  Pije  37.  •'  Here 
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Hounflow,  whofe  heath  fublimer  terror  fills,        ff^ 
Shall  with  h^r  gibbets  lend  her  powder  mills. 
Here  too,  O  King  of  Vengeance,  in  thy  fane. 
Tremendous  Wilkes  fhall  rattle  his  gold  chain ; 
And  round  that  fane  on  many  a  Tyburn  tree. 
Hang  fragments-  dire  of  Newgate-hiftory  ;  ^O 

On  this  ihall  H*ll*d*s  dying  fpeech  be  read. 
Here  B — te's  confeffion,  and  his  wooden  head ; 
While  all  the  minor  plunderers  of  the  age, 
(Too  numerous  far  for  this  contracted  page) 

the  paffengcr  from  time  to  time  is  furprized  with  repeated 
(hocks  of  eleftrical  impulfe ;  the  earth  trembles  under 
him  by  the  power  of  confined  air,"  &c.  Page  39.  Now 
•o  produce  both  thcfe  efFcfts,  viz.  the  appearance  of  vol- 
canos  and  earthquakes,  we  have  here  fubmittcd  the  occa- 
fional  explofion  of  a /)OWt/tfr  «///,  whjch  (if  there  be  not 
too  much  fimplicity  in  the  contrivance)  it  is  apprehended 
will  at  once  anfwer  all  the  purpofcs  of  I'tnte- kilns  and 
eteffrical  machines.^  and  imitate  thunder  and  the  explofion 
cf  cannon  into  the  bargain.     Vide  page  40. 

Vcrfe  87.  [Here  too,  O  king,  of  Vengeance,  &c.]  "  In 
the  mofl  difmal  recefles  of  the  woods,  are  temples  dedi- 
cated to  the  King  of  Fengeancg)  near  which  are  placed 
pillars  of  ftone,  with  pathetic  dr fcriptions  ,  of  tragical 
events ;  and  many  afts  of  cruelty  perpetrated  there  by 
auilaiv^  and  robbers.'*     Page  37. 

Vcrfe  88.  [Tremendous  Wilkes.]  This  was  written 
while  Mr.  Wilkes  was  Sheriff  of  London,  and  when  it 
-was  to  be  feared  he  would  rattle  his  chaia  a  year  longer 
u  LoJ'd  Mayor. 
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The  R*g*ys, 's  Mungos,  B»df«ws  there,  95 

In  llraw  (luft  effigy,  (hall  kick  the  air. 

But  Tay,  ye-powers,  who  come  when  fancy  caJii, 

Where  fhall  our.  mimic  London  rear  her  walls  ? 

The  Eallern  feature,  Art  muft  next  produce, 

Tho*  not  for  prefent  yet  for  future  ufe  ic^ 

Our  fons  fomc  flave  of  greatnefs  may  behold, 

Call  in  |;he  genuine  Afiatic  mould  : 

Who  of  three  realms  fhall  condefcend  to  know 

No  more  than  he  can  fpy  from  Windfor's  brow ; 

For  Him,  that  blefling  of  a  better  time,  105 

The  Mufe  fhall  deal  awhile  in  brick  and  lime  ; 

Surpafs  the  bold  AAEAOI  u\  defign. 

And  o*er  the  Thames  fling  one  ftupendous  line 

^'  95 '  's.j  Martins.   Toe  afierljmt  will  be  eajily 

fupplyed.  4- 

Vcrfe  98.  [Where  fhall  our  mimic  London,  iScc] 
*'  There  is  likcwife  in  the  fame  gardcfi,  viz.  Yvcn-Mlnj 
Yven,  near  Pckin,  a  fortified  toivn,  with  its  ports,  flreeis, 
public  fquares,  temples,  markets,  {hops,  and  tribunals  of 
jufticc  ;  in  (hort,  with  ever^  thing  that  is  at  Pckin,  only 
on  a  fmallcr  fcale. 

"  In  this  town  the  Emperors  of  China,  who  are  to» 
much  thefijves  of  their  greatnefs  to  appear  in  public,  and 
iheir  women,  who  arc  fecludcd  from  it  by  cuflom,  arc 
frequently  diverted  with  the  hurry  and  buflle  of  tbectpt* 
tal  which  is  here  reprefcnted,  feveral  times  in  the  yo«r, 
by  the  eunuchs  of  the  palace."   Pa^c  32. 
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Of  marble  arches,  in  a  bridge,  that  cuts 
From  Richmond  Ferry  flant  to  Brentford  Butts. 
Brentford  with  Lort^n's  charms  will  we  adorn  ; 
Brentford,  the  biihoprick  of  Parfon  Home. 
There  at  one  glance,  the  royal  eye  fnall  meet 
Each  varied  beauty  of  St.  James's  Street ; 
Stout  T*lb*t  there  fhall  ply  vvith  hackney  chair  1 15 
And  Patriot  Betty  fix  her  fruit- Ihop  there.    ^ 
Like  diftant  thunder,  now  the  c^ch  of  ftate 
Rolls  o-'er   the   bridge,   that.^j^I5S^beneath  ;i|ts 

weight ;  '• .' ' 

The  court  hath  crofs'd  the  ftream  ;    the  fports  be- 
gin. 
Now  N**l  preaches  of  rebellion's  fin :  1 20 

And  as  the  powers  of  his  flrong  pathos  rife, 
Lo,  brazen  tears  fall  from  Sir  FI**r's  eyes. 
While,  fkulking  round  the  pews,  that  babe  of  grace. 
Who  ne'er  before  at  fermon  (hew'd  his  face, 

Vcrfe  109.  [of  marble  arches.]  Sir  William's  enormous 
account  of  Chiacie  bridges ,  too  long  to  be  here  inferted. 
Vide  page  53. 

Verfe  115.  [Stout  T**t,  &c.]  «'  Some  of  thefe  eunuchs 
perfonate  porters."   Page  32. 

Verfe  n6.  [And  Patriot  Betty,]  "  Fruits  and  all  forts 
of  refFefhments  are  cried  about  the  ftreets  in  this  mock 
city."  Page  33. 

Verfe' 122.  [Lo  brazen  tears,  Sec.'] 

"  Drew  iron  tears  down  Pluto's  cheek."    Milton. 
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Sac  Jemmy  Twitchcrfhamblcs;  (lop!  fiopthief'.izj 
He's  ftol'n  the  E»  of  D*nb*h's  handkerchief. 
Let  B*rr*t*n  arreft  him  in  rfleck  fury. 
And  M**d  hang  the  knave  without  a  jury. 
But  liark  the  voice  of  battle  ihouts  from  far. 
The  Jews  and  Maccaroni's  arc  at  war  :  150 

The  Jews  prevail,  and,  thund'ring  from  the  (locks. 
They  feize,  th^y  bind,  they  circumcife  C*s  F*. 
Fair  Schvv***n  j/niles  the  fport  to  fee, 
4»d  all  the  J^^||pf  Honour  cry  Te  !  He  ^ 

Be  thefe  the  rural  padimes  that  attend  135 

Great  B*nfvv*k's  leifure  :  thefe  Ihall  beft  unbend 

Vcrfe  125.  [See  Jemmy  Twitchcr  fliambles.]  "  Nei- 
ther aie  thieves,  pickpokcis,  and  (harpers  forgot  i« 
thcfc  feftivals;  that  noble  profcfllon  is  ufually  allotted 
to  a  good  number  of  the  moft  dexttous  eunuchs  !  Vide, 
ibid. 

Verfc  127.  [Let  B***n.]  "  The  wj^ch  feitcs  on  the 
culprit."    Vide,  ibid. 

Verfc  128,  [And  M**d,  &c.]  "  He  Is  conveyed  before 
the  judge,  and  fomctimes  fevcrely  baftlnadocd."    Ibid. 

Verfc  i2q.  [But  hark,  &c.]  "  C^uari  els  happen— bat- 
tles cnfue."  Ibid. 

Verfc  132.  [Circumcife  C*s  F*.]  Every  liberty  U 
permitted,  there  is  no  diftindion  of  pcifons.  Ibid. 

Verfc  134.  [And  all  the  maids  of  honour,  &c.]  "  Thit 
ii  done  to  divert  his  Imperial  Majcfty,  and  the  ladies  •£ 
Jjis  train."  Vide,  ibid. 

Vol.  n.  A  a 
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His  royal  mind,  whene'er,  fFom  ftate  withdrawn. 
He  treads  the  velvet  of  his  Richmond  lawn ; 
Thefe  ihall  prolong  his  Afiatic  dream, 
Tho*  Europe's  balance  trembles  on  its  beam.    140 
And  thou.  Sir  William  I  while  thy  plaftic  hand 
Creates  each  wonder,  which  thy  Bard  has  plann'd. 
While,  as  thy  art  commands,  obfequious  rife 
Whate'er  can  pleafe,  or  frighten,  or  furprize, 
O  !  let  that  Bard  his  Knight's  protciflion  claim. 
And  fhare,  like  faithful  Sancho,  Quixote's  fame. 
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